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Glick! click! came the answer. Phil’s heart bounded with joy. 
he flashed. “Too late—train passed a minute ago!” The young reporter almost 
toppled from his perch. His fight for life had been useless. 
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' CHAPTER I. 


THE “KID” REPORTER AIMS HIGH. 





é ' “JT wish something big would turn up,” half-sighed 

~ Phil Winston. 

> “Why?” asked Grocby; the assistant city editor of the 

“Morning Globe.” 

ee Oh, Id like'a chance to get hold of something besides 

the small-fry news,” Phil replied. 

~~ “Tf something big turned up an older reporter would 

be sent out on the case,” replied Crosby, without looking 
up from the paper that he was “going over” with a blue 

pencil. 

\ “Yes; an older man would get it, I suppose,” sighed 

Dk Phil. 

Z This time Crosby looked up from his work. He he 
_ the boy keenly. 

“Winston, you take my word for it—if you were sent 
out on a big news story, you’d probably fall down on it. 
That would wind up your career in this office, you know.” 
J don’t believe I would fall down on the ye Phil 
| _ rejoined, with an air of conviction. | 
iS “Tt happens,-once in ‘a thousand years,” Crosby half- 
ih ‘sneered, “that a kid reporter goes out after a big news 
bi story—and gets it. But the old, time-honored way is best, 
, fs : ie A kid reporter should go by easy stages from 
all stories to big ones. 
his wits phaendned. But you'll 
me eis eed the eat 
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NEW YORK, JULY 13, 1906. 


_ The Great: Gaul “Beat” 


PHIL WINSTON’S START IN REPORTING 





If he climbs slowly, the kid 
understand | that eg es 
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who was not now many days past his twenty-third birth- 
day, returned to his work with a bored air. 

Phil Winston was only seventeen. 

He had been in the “Globe” office just three weeks. 

From a little country home up in the State he had 
come to the great city, leaving behind a mother who was 
firmly convinced that her son would soon become one of 
the greatest editors in the country. bt gh 

Up to three weeks ago Phil had been in the High School | 
of his native town. 

During the last two years, while attending school, he 
had also, been writing for the weekly in his town. | 

But Winston was never content to “stay where he was 
put.” 


Work on a country newspaper haa filled him with an 
ambition to get into the life of the newspaper reporter in 
a great city. 

Armed with useless letters of recommendation from the 
country editor, and provided with many clippings of his 
published work, Phil had come to town. | 

By sheer pushing and “cheek” he had induced the city 
editor of the “Globe” to give him a chance as a reporter. | 

Every newspaper office has two or EyEEe “kids” among 
its reporters. 

The astonishing thing about it is that often, with a 
few weeks or a few months, the “kid” develops na talent 
as a newspaper reporter. roe a ce 






cot 


5 F Ohicn, % very often, indeed, the. office coy uate into 
: a “kia” ee 


Nee as an office boy. 


But our hero, with his usual mixture of ambition ‘and 


_ stubbornness, had insisted that he was fitted to begin on 
_ the “Globe” as a “kid” reporter. 
And here he was—already beginning to feel dissatisfied 
with the slow advancement of the newspaper “kid.” 
For a long time it generally isn’t much that falls to the 
lot of the boy reporter. 
‘A good deal of the time he has to hang around the 


_ office, occasionally taking an item that comes in over the 


_ telephone. 
This he writes up and turns into the news desk. This 
“desk” is in charge of the news editor, aided by assistants. 
The news editor’s assistants read the “kid’s” “copy,” 
correct it and send it up to the printer. | 

The city editor and his assistants have charge of the 
reporters. 
tant, to send out the” ae on different tasks of gath- 
ering news. 

When the reporter hake got his news, he iit it out 
and turns his “copy” in to-the news desk. The city editor 
attends to getting the news; the news editor decides what 

news shall be used, how much of it, etc. 

It was just after three.o’clock in the afternoon now, 

Phil had reported at the office, with the rest of the 
earlier part of the staff, at noon. Ordinarily he was 
through at about ten o’clock at night. : 

- Another squad of the reporters arrived at the office at 

_ five o’clock and remained until the paper went to press at 
three o’clock in the morning. 

In all, there were on the “Globe” ‘staff some thirty 

| reporters who looked after the news of the great city. 

Just at this moment Phil was the only reporter left in 
the office. 
| He. had had an “assignment,” as a reporter’s task is 
“called, to “cover”—that is, to report—the annual meeting 
of the Great Gaul & Western Railway directors. 

That meeting had been called for two o’clock in the 

rs ternal. Owing to the non-arrival of some of the out- 
of-town directors of the railway, the meeting had been 
_ adjourned to four o’clock. 
So now Phil was loafing around the office, waiting until 
_ quarter of four, when it would be time to leave the office 
and hurry over to the offices of the Great Gaul & Western. 
_ Jingle-jang! Mr. Crosby picked up the receiver of his 
: desk telephone. 
_ “Eh? What’s that?” he asked. “Foul play suspected? 
Prentiss never known to break an appointment. Mystery, 


It is the work ‘of the city editor, or his assis- 
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tram Prentita Mela of the Oak Gaul * v 
left his offices at the railway station. He went alone, § 
ing that he was going out for just a few minutes, anc 


Prentiss is eine as a man who never breaks an - appoint. t= 
ment. Already the directors are worried. They’ve tele 
phoned police headquarters and all the hospitals, and- feel 
sure that Prentiss hasn’t met with an accident. So they’ re 
sure it’s foul play. It’s nearly half-past three now. Hustle. 
right down to the G. & W. offices. If Prentiss comes in, 
telephone us right away. If he doesn’t come, keep us 
advised of anything that you hear. Hustle, and keep your 
eyes open. If Prentiss doesn’t show up in half an hour, 
I'll manage to get hold of some of our older men-and get j 
them started on the case. If Prentiss disappears, itll be 
the sensation of the day, for he’s one of our biggest mousey 
men. Hustle!” 
But that last word was huvaly necessary. 
Phil was already half-way down the three fights of ‘ 
stairs that led to the street. He was in such haste, in fact, 
that he had no time to wait for the elevator. 7 4 
On.the street he traveled fast. In less than ten nica 
he hustled into the directors’ room at the G. & W. main ; 
offices. 
“Ts Mr. Prentiss back yet?” he inquired of a passing 
clerk. Bb, 
“Can’t say,” jerked out the clerk, hastening on. | 
“That means he doesn’t want to. Perhaps he’s been 
told to keep his mouth shut,” murmured Phil to himself. 
But the other men sitting or standing in the great room » 
—imost of them directors of the road—were plainly ex- 
cited about something. are 
As these men talked mostly in undertones, Phil il it 
approach any of them to put direct questions.’ ae 
But he strolled, as if aimlessly, until he stood bepitia 
one of the larger groups. q 
“Tf anything has really happened to Prentiss just now,” 
he heard one of these men declare, “it will put the G. ¢ & 
W. in a bad fix.” a 
“Had Prentiss any enemies?” asked another director. 4 
Listening, Phil pricked up his ears. a 
“No enemies that anyone knows of,” replied another 
director. q 
Phil Winston turned away to hide a significant smile. | 
“That’s all you gentlemen know about it,” muttered the 
boy reporter to himself. “I think I could open your “ve S 
a bit—though I may be wrong.” . 
For Phil, while at these same offices ealion’ in the after- 
noon, had witnessed one significant thing. 
He had been in this same room, close to the door of the 
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eh? Good thing, Sullivan! Follow it up hot!” rang the president’s private office, when his gaze had been cau ight 


sistant city editor’s voice over the wire. 
] nil, ae oe Se to be eae up his. ¢ ears. 





|by the approach of two young people. 
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One of these was an avyerage-looking young man | 





















































ie had ere to be about Re years ba. 
> two young people had come in laughing and chat- 
zB, +, as s if used to being together. 

Sa “ig near the eee door, they fad sets a 
ee 

ow 


ae oy | Prcsident Prentiss shook hands with both of the young 
oe _ people at once. 

: _ “Beth, my child, you know how pelightod I would be to 
have you here on any afternoon but this.” 

_ “Tt was mostly Fred’s fault,” smiled the girl. 

oS “Fred, my dear boy, is it anything that won't keep until 


ye rare 
iy 


oo evening § ra" actena Mr. Prentiss, vee to the 


dent, slipping his arm through that of the young man 
“and ee him aside. 


“Then oe and nechee came back to the girl, both 
; Siooking as if the conversation had not been wholly a pleas- 
; Yant dne. 

“All right, Fred Carroll, S56 Phil heard the railway 
_man say. | | 

| igs -“Thank you, uncle. It will be the greatest favor.” 

Be _ “Beth, child, come into my office for just a moment,” 
Fi ae her father, and led the girl past the swinging ‘door. 


ih ‘Left by himself, the nha gritted his teeth, euilled 
: i erlinely, and slightly shook one clenched fist after the 
_ disappearing pair. 

| But Carroll quickly recovered himself, before any but 


ee c ae in another direction. 
tis alt. was this scene that our hero now remembered, as he 
aD reard the directors discussing the disappearance of Ber- 


ria «yo 
« 


La pee eo s ae aleares he poms SPOn et 







« if that dark-eyed young nephew isn’t icink is s enemy 





Loy, 
Ime when I’m likely to be able to see Ms Prentiss? oy 


directors. 


of the great building and informed Crosby. 


ed loudly: ee 


5 <a Row, then, and in ako ” rejoined the yailway presi- | 





“Pardon me,  sileeee ”? he fee “ebut can 


“Then he isn’t here?” Phil persisted. 
“Not a sign of him!” 
Phil hurried to a telephone pay station in n another part “4 


ae 


“Stay there and watch,” was Crosby’s “order. Rr, s 
So back to the directors’ room went our hero. ie ‘a 
Reporters for rival newspapers were there by this time. im 
Stepping forward, the ai a i of the railway call- — 


. “T will ask the gentlemen of the press to withdraw tron ie 


the room. They will be informed, presently, of any actor 4 
taken that can interest the public.” 


Phil found himself out in the corridor with half a dozen | i 


other reporters. 


“Going to guess where their president is, I suppose,” " 
grunted Charley Jenkins, of the “Herald.” “They're 


making a hullaballoo about his being a few minutes late.” 


“But it seems that Prentiss never has been a few muin- 


utes late before,” rejoined another reporter. 


“There always has to be a first time,” sniffed Jenkins. 
The other reporters. seemed to-have no opinion one way 
or the other. , : 


ae 
a 

They were a keen-eyed lot of young men, used to run- % 
ning through the big city at all times of the on or night z 
after the news of the day’s doings. aa 

“Your paper got any men out looking fo Prentiss 2 5 
asked one reporter of another. La 

“Don’t believe they have yet,” came the reply. “Time 
enough to look for the old man when he has sure ennenig 
vanished.” , 

‘Phil listened, but had nothing to say. | 

A door opened and a clerk came out. i a Fr 

“Gentlemen of the press,” came the announcement, a 
“in the absence of President Prentiss, the directors have 
adjourned their meeting until ten o’clock to-morrow - 








morning.” Dns) 
“But what about Mr. Prentiss?” called several of the ie 
reporters. | “ise . 


“All we know, gentlemen, is that Mr. Prentiss is abe 
sent.” 
“And no word——” began J ankige, but the clerk had 
' | closed the door from the other side. | 2 
Quickly the group of reporters broke up, ‘aaeh going 
his own way. aa 
Phil’s way led him to the telephone station. estou ys. 
“Hasn’t shown up, eh?” came Crosby’s query over the 
wire. “What time do the G. & W. otfioee close? a 
“Five o’clock.” 





“Stay there, then, until the offices close. They it 
there’ s no word, telephone me again.” Labo aga a 
So back to the offices- upstairs went the boy. | 3 1 ie 
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“THE GREAT GAUL “BEAT. a 





















ae Five 0 Aloe came, bot the offices did not close. e Wine ae was some distance away, bat in Whar nutes 
ee “ston had no need to ask questions. He saw anxiety writ- | hero was close to the great, handsome club building Za 
; ten in the face of every employe and officer of the railroad| The Pelham was the “swellest” club in the city. 4 

that passed through the room. Just as he neared the building Phil encounteret 








| ~ Six o’clock came, but still no word of Mr. Prentiss. son, one of the “Globe’s” older reporters. . 
| aie house had been telephoned to, and every effort made] “What are you doing up here?” hailed Phil, Re le 
_ to get trace of the missing railway magnate. “Just been into the club to see Fred Carroll,” — 
_ At six o’clock, however, the offices were closed—an hour | Johnson. ys | ae 
after the usual time. =§ 4 Ure nld Ha tale on spe hy ie Z 
Every fifteen minutes our hero had called up his office| « Oh, yes; but he doesn’t know any more about it t 
over the “phone. anyone else. Just says that he, like the others of ‘the 


“Looks like a great story,” commented Crosby, drily, family, is wholly at a loss to account for Prentiss’s dis-| : 
_ over the wire. “Come back to the office. We'll send some = But Carroll says it will turn out all right. 
other men out on it.” n a few hours. I hope the office will drop this for the 


“Send some other men out on it—yes!” muttered Phil, ad: Winston, I’m due in a poker game at ele ven | 
angrily, to himself, as he hung up the receiyer, “That’s!, tloak'? @ 


always the way with the poor,kid in a newspaper shop! 
But I’ll get a finger in this pie—see if I don’t!” 

He reached the office out of breath.. 

Mr. Eaton, the city editor, was now in direct charge of 
the city reporting staff. . 

To that middle-aged . hustler after news Phil made his 


“So that’s one of the office’s prized older men, is ito 
sniffed Phil, as he .watched Johnson walk briskly down 
the street. “Cares more about sitting in a poker game 
than he does about finding Mr. Prentiss. If young Car-_ 
roll is in there I’ll stay here all night, if necessary, but 


: 19 ae 
aiireet request to be kept on the story. Til see him go away! Be 
“This looks like a case that will call for our best men, Crossing the street, the “kid reporter stepped back 
I'm afraid,” smiled the city editor. “Better remain in into the shadow of a doorway. Sa 


From where he stood he could watch the main entrance 





the office to-night, on call, Winston.” 
| “On call?” snorted the boy, disgustedly, as he turned ;to the Pelham Club. e . 
away from the city editor’s room and walked back to his| Nor had our hero been waiting more than twenty 3 min~ os 
_cwn desk in the great city room. “That’s hot stuff— utes when F red Carroll stepped out alone.. os 
being on call. Hang around all evening, doing nothing,| As the May night-wwas rather warm, Carroll had nis 
while other reporters are out getting all the news and the |top coat unbuttoned, revealing his evening dress clothes. 
glory!” With a quick, nervous step, Carroll went off down the | 
~ But Eaton was a city editor who was not accustomed to | street. on 
giving directions twice to his reporters—to the “kids” | “Me for a follow,” muttered Phil, starting on the 
especially. on the opposite side of the street. Wy 
But later in the evening he walked eureka the! city | Carroll turned three or four corners, then rong up 
-editor’s room, in which Mr. Eaton was now being helped in |at one of the large hotels. “i 
the night’s grind by his night assistant, Mr. Danbury. As that dark-faced young man stepped into the hotel ; 
“#Exeuse me,” began Phil, in a low voice to Mr. Dan- office Phil was one of the throng. wi 

\, bury. “But have the members of Mr. Prentiss’s oy “Where’s the telephone room ?” Got: inquired ofa 
“been interviewed ?” clerk. ie 
# “Oh, yes,” the night assistant city editor answered, | But Phil never stopped for the answer. He knew where * S: 


_ carelessly. “Claxton has had a few words with Prentiss’s 4p, telephone room was, and like a flash he made for it. 
_ daughter earlier in the evening. She thinks there’s noth-,; 4 young man, with the central-office “cap” over his 


ing wrong, and has gone out to an evening function at head, sat at the switchboard. | =e 
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| Mrs. Grosvenor-Pyle’s.” | i 
8 t k for one 

~“There’s a nephew, too, isn’t there?” Phil hinted. an ie pase ee agent pean’ bra a 
“Oh, yes; Fred Carroll. He’s at the Pelham Club.| © | a 


_ Johnson has just located him there, and has gone to the “Brother, let me sit at that switchboard for five min~ 


club for an interview.” fhe and this ten is yours,” whispered Phil, beni ovel re ns 


“Ten o’clock, Winston, so you may as well go home,” the Operators | 5)! Tea i 
i [poke up City Editor Eaton. | He held the money so that the other could see ih 1a 
_ “Thank you, sir,” Phil answered. “What are you talking shout e” demanded the ope rator, 


- He hurried from the office ere ae “a ae had time . : i Riis 2 
Ks e ay Beh caine 
hange his mind. | > Phil lied ! 













a > on his breast. 





as his cap ee ‘eoaies the room. 
| il was at the desk, the “cap” on, by the time. ‘that 
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- In number three,” directed the young ne pte, me , Wi 
out, looking up. ea. 
mt A ~ Carroll disappeared into the closet mised fg, ” 
Bo Phil Winston, with his own ear sharply attuned, lis- 
ened easily to what followed. It came right « over the wire 
it from Carroll’s lips to the young reporter's ear. 
¢ always hear what is being said by users of the wire 
en a" Wish es 7 









@ S “Bverything all right?” 


ere you want me to meet you with the cab.” 
om 


2 aes sit; 317. ‘i 


He came out of the closet 
fa cap” 


dey estes 
I can get there the shortest, quickest way by myself. 


promos 


ind 


=a, 


i a 


J ere—unless you’ve got some shady work in the air. 
- Gracious!” : - 

That last ejaculation came as something “struck” our 
hero just as he was passing through the hotel office. 

ee e hurried over to a city directory, turning the leaves 


a] dly until he came to the name that he sought. 

“Grosvenor-Pyle, 317% Cumberland avenue,” read the 
mg reporter, triumphantly. “I thought so. That’s 
e re Miss Beth Prentiss is spending the evening. And, 
c oe going to be there, too, with a cab that he has 
y ordered ?- Ordinarily Miss. Beth could attend to | 
n carriage. 
aye 


| “You'y ve ott to jump, pie 

















































7 : | no or-Pyle residence stood many cabs and private carriages. | 
ie me ° 3204 Groner” said | Carrol , tae and | 


Central ' 


: Yes, Mr. Carroll. But .give me that number again, | “Here he comes!” murmured the boy. 


“T know where you're iis to be mae | 


The at ns all sri = ete it Emsy 
|sdewalk in front ot the big howe, 






CHAPTER IL 


THE BOY ON THE BOX. 





In the side chased around the corner from the Grosve- q 


ey Py alae 


Tt was a musical night in the great house. e 
Guests had been driven to'the door earlier in the ever- 


It was now nearly time for tisag guests to depart, hence 


the waiting vehicles. 


Walking up and down the line, his soft hat pulled ja . 


down over his eyes, was Phil Winston. 


He had reached the corner nearest to this locality by 


spending some of his little, precious hoard of money on 
a cab for himself. - 


That ceb was now dismissed, and the young seit 
was left here on his own resources. 
He had glanced into each of the waiting carriages and 


had discovered them all to be empty. 


Now, our hero was keeping his eyes open for the ex- 


pected arrival of Fred Carroll. 


Nor had our hero long to wait. 


He had caught sight of that now well-known figure, 


: “Why, 317 renee eo Got it straight this ith the thrown-back top coat revealing the evening dress — 
at ' clothes. rs 


Into a doorway stepped Phil. But from his hiding- 


place he watched Carroll until that young man stopped to 


speak to one of the drivers standing at the curb. 

“They're talking quite a bit, too,” patonted watchful, 
anxious Phil. | | 
Then he saw Carrol] step into the carriage. | 
The door was closed, but the horses did not move. In 
fact, though Carroll was inside, the driver still remained 

hes the sidewalk. ot ae 
“Is this a wild-goose chase: p) young Winston demanded - 
of himself. “Or is something worth while really going. to 


But now why should you want a cab to meet you there, happen?” - if 
o arroll? The swiftest way would be to take a cab direct | “Seventy-three!” bawled a voice up the street. A car- 7 


riage moved out of the arep: and went around into Cum- 
berland avenue. 

“Twenty-eight !” 

“The guests -are leaving,” thrilled Phil. 
‘time—in a jiffy!” 

Stepping swiftly out of the doorway, he went hurriedly / 
past the carriage in which Carroll had stepped. But in 
‘that moment of passing our hero got such a good inom at : 
‘the horses that he would know them again. p 


They were a mismatched pair—a bay and a sorrel. 
Around the corner Phil walked, and up toward 317. 
- There were several of the departing Soma now ron! the 


Another carriage rolled off. | 
“Now's the 





MS eee 








- One after another the carriages rolled up to the door 
and took away the guests. ; z 

_ Three of the servants of the great house svood at the 
curb, assisting departing guests. 

Now all ofgthe crowd seemed to have gone. The ser- 
vants were there alone, save for Phil, who lounged back 
against the iron fence. | 

“What are you doing here, boy?” demanded one of the 
footmen, turning suspiciously upon our hero. 

“Be careful whom you call a boy,” Phil retorted smil- 
ingly, and at the same time displaying his reporter’s 
badge, which he as quickly covered agml. “T’m here on 
business.” 


The footman, supposing that our hero was connected in |- 


some way with the secret service, asked no more questions. 

Ten minutes more went by. 

“T wonder if Carroll and his cab have skipped in some 
other direction ?” thought our hero. 

But he did not dare to leave his post to find out. If he 
went around the corner, a pair of fast-moving horses 
might make his return to this spot too late. 

Next the footman went inside. 

“Sold! Fooled myself!” gritted the boy, desperately. 

But just at that instant a footman came out onto the 
stoop and raised his hand in signal to. the carriage-starter 
down at the corner. 

“Nineteen |!” bawled the starter, and then vanished 
down the side street. 

_. Around the corner rolled the carriage behind the mis- 
matched pair, the sorre] and the bay. 
_ ©Now. we'll know!” throbbed the boy. 

He had drawn back into the areaway, hiding. 

But as the closed carriage halted before No. 317 the 
young reporter slipped out, behind the cab, and so gained 
ihe street side of the vehicle. 

-“Qurtains down?” quivered the young reporter, glanc- 
ing at the cab door. “That sure looks queer!” 

The driver was down on the sidewalk side of the car- 
' riage. Stealthy Phil easily kept hid from the fellow. 

The door of the mansion opened, letting out a flood of 
light in which Winston beheld Beth Prentiss, rte | 
wonderfully more beautiful than ever in her fleecy white 
evening dress, over which a light wrap had been thrown 
that only half concealed the robe. 

“No; I won’t trouble you. Here’s my driver waiting | 
for me. Good night.” | 

- The door of the mansion closed as Beth came lightly 
down the steps. 

But she started back from the driver, in astonishment, 
if not in dismay. 

“T expected our own driver here,” she said. 
you, my man?” 

. “It’s all right, Beth, child,” came in Carroll’s low voice | 
_ from inside the carriage. 


“Who are : 


“Oh! Are you here, Fred?” asked the girl, eagerly. ib 
ee re bss aS 


“Yes, Be Williams met wie an 
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THE @REAT GAUL “BRAT. uf 


|made up his mind in a jiffy. 
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came in ae carriage, that the strange ‘driver et 
alarm you. Step in, little girl.” 
“Why, this is all right, and I’m a fool, ? Phil told h 
self disgustedly. 
But then, on the other side of the cab, he heard a fa 
sound as though the girl had started to enter the vehi 
then had drawn back. 
“Beth,” sounded Carroll’s voice, reproachfully, “yo 
not afraid to drive home with me?” 
“Why, surely not,” Phil heard the girl answer, with 
attempt at lightness, but her tone trembled slightly, n¢ uC 
the less. 4 
“Does this man know our home address?” ihe asked 
“Certainly, Beth. Jump in, child.” 
Phil, in his hiding place on the other side of the | cal 
|riage, heard the swish of her skirts as she stepped insidy 
“Home, John,” ordered Carroll, and then the furth® 
door slammed shut. _ 
Then the driver came forward to the step to mount | ig 
box. 7 
But things happened in a second. ? 
Doubting Phil, his last indecision banished by she ae 
words he had heard, and the girl’s faltering tone, hae 
“John” attempted to mount to the box. : 
But Phil Winston was swifter. 
_ From his own side Phil leaped up to the box. ; 
Crack! The young reporter’s fist landed under ti 


had seized reins and whip. | - 
Slash! Our hero was still standing as the horses, sui 
fering under the lash, bolted away at a gallop. | 
The swaying motion of that cab as it was rushed awa 
would have thrown a green hand down into the roadwe 
But Phil Winston, brought up in the country, was ! 
new hand with horses. : 
Instead of falling, the, motion jolted him back into the 
seat. | 

He was now firmly in his place, guiding a pair of me 
dened, spirited horses. q 
Behind him he heard a roar oF anger and a sharp | 01 
Ci a 
But at the distance, and over the clatter of hoofs at 
the rattle of wheels, the voice did not sound distinctly. 
It was the driver that Phil had knocked covet w 
yelled as soon as that fellow could pick: himself up. 
“T guess the people inside didn’t hear,” throbbed Ph 
listening for a hail from his “fares.” a 
| Around two corners he pulled his fresh, spirited teg 4 
down into a’slower trot, though he still moved them at t 
very respectable jog. 4 
| « Now I’ve got time to think over what Dve been @ d 
ing,” quavered Winston, with a sudden shock at the hes 
“Tf ced was Tee on the square ee then Ir re 
ne 1? a 


jehu’s jaw. 
Even before the thud of the falling body waunded: 





a 





il —- man must always be prepared, in 
: way, to face all kinds of music, and Phil Winston 


distance to ie Prentiss seridence, at the further 
f the fashionable section of the city, was not quite a 


riving such horses as these, it was not long ere our 
» turned the corner nearest to the Prentiss home. 
Whew |” he whistled, as he glanced ahead down the 


v 
( 
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u “Up. on the steps were three or fone servants and two 

men whom our hero did not at first recognize. 

: _ “Gracious! !” gasped the boy on the box; “I’ve put my 
foot in it. The driver I knocked off the seat has tele- 

yhoned ahead, and this mob is waiting to jug me!” 

s _ But, as he got just a little nearer, he recognized with a 

‘start that the two young men with the servants were re- 
porters on two of the city’s rival newspapers. 

fe “They’re on hand to see me jerked, are they?” gritted 

‘Phil. 

Yet, as coolly as he could, our hero drew up at the curb 

hefore the Prentiss home. | 

His cap was pulled well down over his eyes. He was 

rather surprised to note that the two eee did not 

eem to be paying any attention to him. 

| The instant he had stopped the horses Phil climbed 

down on the side away from the cab. 

Someone on the sidewalk opened the cab door. 

‘Then Phil, crouchifig, hiding, ready for a sprint, got a 

plt that made him shiver. 

For the voice of Fred Carroll cried out, as if in con- 

el nation: : 

. ‘What's this? The Prentiss——” 

Right there, as if he had spoken in sheer, amazed im- 

se, Carroll checked himself. 

Then he went on again, more soberly, and in a voice 

st se tone trembled slightly: 

‘Miss Prentiss was taken ill on the way home. ” 

seems unconscious,” remarked the policeman 

I believe she is,” Carroll admitted. 

ena Y? sniffed the er 


ys, 
: 



































to | nate’s nephew. 









Jhim, se! bg my beskion to olay here until the young lady 
gives me an account of what’s happened. And yow’ re 
Mr. Carroll, aren’t you, sir?” turning to the railway es 


\ 
“Yes; this young Jady’s cousin,” Carroll admitted, as 


he stepped out to the sidewalk. 


Then he turned to lift the unconscious girl out of ‘that 
atmosphere of chloroform. 

Carroll raised the insensible girl in his arms and stotted. 
up the steps with her, and giving orders to the servants — 
that sent them scurrying on ahead. hes 
The policeman followed Carroll into the house. The 
two reporters tried to, but the officer shut the door on 
them. 

The remaining plain clothes men from the police. de- 
partment remained beside the carriage. 
Down to him came the two reporters, repulsed at the 
door. | 

“This looks mighty strange, Mac,” are one of the 
reporters. : 
“Strange enough, ” Mac admitted. 

“What can the driver tell us?” ey anggested the 
other reporter. 

Phil heard the question, but he inated grimly enough. 
For, when the plain clothes man and the two reporters — 
came around the cab to interview the driver, there was no 
“driver” there. 

Profiting by the excitement, Winston had stole back- 
wards across the street, keeping the carriage between him- 
self and observation. 

Now our hero was standing far back in the deep stndew 
of the area doorway opposite. 

He could hear, though he could not see or be seen. 
“Funny! Did the driver go into the house?” he heard 
the plain clothes man demand. 

Phil chuckled over the bewilderment of the trio who 
were seeking him. ne 

They soon gave up the search, which left our hero to 
himself and his own thoughts. 

“That policeman is a wonder if he don’t arrest Car-— 
roll!” throbbed the boy. “Carroll was plainly amazed at 
finding himself at*Beth’s home. He chloroformed her | 
and expected to stop at some other place. Whew! How 
setty he could have disposed of Mr. Prentiss in the same | 
And, by hokey, I believe he did do that to Mr. 
Prentiss. Carroll, it isn’t going to be hard to follow your 
trail, unless the policeman arrests you. By ginger, I 
hope the cop doesn’t doa fool thing like that—not uy | 
you’ve taken me to Mr. Prentiss, anyway!” vs | 
Across the street plain clothes man and brother report- | 
lers seemed to have give up looking for the late “driver.” 
_A doctor came swiftly along the sidewalk, scopen 
{ty the other plain clothes man. hs 2 
jbnder. cover ot the cate beeen reporters succeeded in 


way ? 
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tices the way, opened. 
“Carroll coming out!” throbbed the watchful boy. 


«Bully for the police! I was afraid they’d lay hold of 


y our hero walking along on the opposite sidewalk. 


roll, you’re sure enough the chap oP caused the oe 
_ pearance of Mr. Prentiss!” 


| swiftly around, then started away at a swift walk that had 


ed, he did not seé the boy. 


iron fences in front of each yard. 


going to Mr. Prentiss. 


“dered, after the lapse of a few minutes. 
But just-then the front door at er Prentiss house, 


him and spoil my chance of shadowing the fellow. Car- 


Fred Carroll came hurriedly down the seen glanced 


something cat-like about it. 
The next. time that Carrol] turned he caught sight of 


- But when, a block further on, Carroll once more turn- 


For Winston was on his guard. , 
To be seen once might do no great harm, but to be 
caught again on the trail. would only serve to make Fred 
Carroll sure that he was being deliberately followed. 
But Phil was on the trail, just the same, and on the 
same side of the street now. | . 
He was employing some of the tricks of “shadowing” 
that he had heard older and more experienced reporters 
describe. 
For instance, in this part of the city there were low 


Every time that our hero saw Carroll about to turn he 
instantly vaulted one of these fences into the yard, re- 
maining out of sight for a few seconds, then going once 
more in the chase. . . 

Or, if opposite a doorstep, it was 
dart in on the steps. 

Either trick required hardly more than a second, which 
time was always afforded by the turning around of the 
game in this stealthy chase. © . 

It was not long, however, before Carroll’s course took 


a simple matter to 


him away from the fashionable residence part of the town. 


Carroll now followed one side street straight along. 
“Headed for the waterfront,” quivered the young re- 
porter. “Well, that’s the most natural place—if he’s 


hole where a prisoner could be hidden away.” 
As pursuer and pursued drew out of the fashionable 


‘into the more crowded parts of the city, there were more 


i people on the streets. 


Phil could now follow, at a little distance behind, with- 


‘out much risk of his pursuit being detected by Carroll. 


a A swell fellow like him wouldn’t be going down in this 


The -waterfront has many a queer 


“Is fis a aeas time to shift my odds a bit?” ‘Phil won- 


is 
ass, _______ 


part of the town unless he had something queer on hand,” 


' Teflected Phil. 


: = And now he noticed, as Carroll passed under the glow 
_ of an electric street light, what had escaped him before. 
€ railway, magnate’s nephew, while still ‘Wearing the | 
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At this late hour ‘the panonlie on ie street were . 
posed mostly of roysterers finishing up an ii in th 
saloons. OER 


They were a . noisy, boisterous ioerd. composed of he 
workingmen who feel obliged to hand a it oe "th 
wages over to the saloon co oe 


characters, a 

Carroll, plainly to avoid attention from the — 
part of the passersby, hurried along without wa: 
look pus or to the rear. } 


kind of a Sate, 


But, at last, even the saloons grew ve and fewer a 
the sidewalk throng lighter. Once more the youn 
porter trailed his man with great caution. | le 

Then, arrived at the waterfront avenue, Carroll crossed 
that now deserted thoroughfare. f Ps 

Just opposite was a lumber yard that fronted on | the 
water. Over the big gate was a huge sign on which, even | 
in the night, our hero could read the names: : a 

“Devine & Carroll.” ao . 

“Oho! So our young man is in business for himself,” 
mused watchful Phil. “I didn’t know that. But this. 
lumber yard gives him a bully waterfront plaee for hidi 
a prisoner—if he has one.” 

Carroll had halted before a smaller gate, close i the 
bigger one for lumber trucks, ia 

Both gates were locked securely at_ this tine, of the 
night. cd 


ng 
A yy 


“Letting himself in,” Winston discovered, as he saw 
his man take out a key and fit in the lock of the smalle ra 
gate. “Blazes! I hope he doesn’t lock it on the inside!” 

Mentally our hero calculated the height: of the very 
high fence that shut out the lumber yard from the water- 
front avenue. ‘ p23 q 

“T could climb that fence easily enough, of course,” 
muttered the boy. “But anyone watching could see a 
doing the climbing trick. And Fred Carroll is <oicheae 
if this 3 is his nest for his evil work.” 











on into te lumber yard, closing the gate behind him, | 
Tap! tap! sounded his feet. 3 
“He’s walking through the yard,” pea Phil. 
can sneak across the street now.” 
In another jiffy our hero was at the gate. * ipa 
“Qlory!” he throbbed under: his breath, “ Carroll didn’ 
shut the gate hard enough to lock it!” ‘ ae 


Stealthily, our hero od the gate half 
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™ pent Phil | hesitate, “undecided. Bo was ; the 
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nto PaGaer of being santdecd:: 
» he gritted. “Tf I can’t take a chance, Til 
to get out of the business. 

3 1 of otis else but ovens chances.” 
pe W ay 


ee were the tall piles of lumber, with this narrow 
es s between. 


“Ther 





| a ae fai one pile of lumber an arm shot out, a stick 
ke fended across his head, and the boy staggered down to the 


os 


"Before he ae defend himself, ee Carroll leaped 










' Psst! At the low 2 two rough-looking fellows 
a arted forward to help Phil’s assailant. 
. on him!” ordered Carroll, in an ugly tone. 
a he makes a sound, kill him!” 
a twinkling the two roughs were pinning the boy by 
ing on him, and the one nearest Mae < head whip-}. 
a knife into view. 

a thought so!” chuckled Carroll, with grim savagry. 
“Brom what happened eae I felt sure of being fol- 
“Towed pe F 


“Tf 


CHAPTER IV. 


Aas TWO CAN PLAY FOXY. 

«Wind the kid up now, and have done with him!” 
ru fly advised the ruffian with the knife, who rested his 
eft hand against Winston’s windpipe. 

“Tre got to,” nodded Carroll, an ugly, greenish light 
urning in the eyes with which he regarded our hero as 

2 stood looking down at the trapped youngster. 

“Ca an I say a word ?” Phil asked in a low, hoarse voice, 


I fo th the pereenre. on his windpipe barely allowed him to 


“Fire away!” 
Nice’ me like this?” Phil demanded, 
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A reporter’s life ee 


Ja break of any kind?” leered Fred Carroll, ne and. s 
#| smiling savagely down at the DOF coh eels eee coi 
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Broke’ and — vanted 
some place to pass the night. Saw the gate open nd 
thought I could find some sort of bunking place in here.” 

“Don’t try to lie to me,” hissed Carroll, menacingly. . 
“What need have I got to lie?” Phil demanded. a 

“Go through his pockets,” Carroll commanded one of — 
the men. “We'll see if he’s too ae for a night's Tot ; 
ing. 9 : " 

Right then and there Phil saw the uselessness of his 
lie, and regretted that he had not thought out a better 
one. 


“Three dollars and a quarter,” deported the raian y we 
had rustled Phil’s trousers pockets. 

“Look higher up for more,” advised Carroll. 

And now Winston’s heart almost stopped beating. 

For the man who had held him by the throat suddenly 
whipped the boy’s coat open. 

There, on the boy’s aa vest front, gleamed a little, 
round disk of silver. 

“What’s this?” snarled the ruffian, who had first discov-— 
ered the badge. “Police?” 

“Worse—ten times worse!’ faltered Carroll, iho had 
dropped to his knees to get a close look at the gleaming 
badge. “That’s a press badge. He’s a reporter !” | 

Carroll’s face was of an ashen hue. He choked now, as’ 
if unable to speak further. | 


* ‘Morning Globe?’ ” shivered Carroll, after swallow- 
ing hard. “‘So—that’s what you are!” 

“Well?” demanded Phil, coolly, for he felt, suddenly, 
that great coolness was all that possibly stood between 
himself and death.” | | 

“You're a reporter?” insisted Carroll, fearsomely. 

“One of them,” Ben admitted, with well-assumed in- 
difference. 


“One of them? What do you mean e” 

“There are three more trailing me. 
here,” Phil lied desperately. 

“Rush back to the gate! Give a signal, if anyone tries 
to get in!” Carroll quavered, turning like a flash upon 
one of his men. : 

That worthy departed on the run, gliding in and out 
of the piles of lumber like a man long used to dodging. — 

“Tf they look they won’t find this kid in here!” snarled 






They know Tm 


the brute with the knife. 


In another instant life would have been over r, Se Phil 
Winston, — 5 

But just in that twinkling Carroll, with an angry cry, 
struck out with his left hand, pushing the brute meee 

“Stop, I tell you!” 

Snarling, displaying a set of ponderous ugly pest the 
brute glared up at his master. 


“You understand what will happen to you if you alee? 


_ Winston not ADEs Hes the young man tt med 





—_ 


once more, pressing the keen edge against the young 


_ defense Phil wanted to hit. “Qh,” said the cop, and took away the heavy hand J i 
Plainly he camemighty close to the mark, too, for, with | had rested on the boy’s shoulder, Pe I Bente a yotin 


: avenue as fast as his sah could carry him. irate san cae did 1. tate oe }  aucked in here. 2 
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yal use that knife at any second.” 


luinber yard. 


- spy Carroll’s other man out in the street just past the 
- gate. | 


fe CU Get up! en oederad * Vou'es 26 crazy that I’m Jost iu me our hero wheeled. to ‘ind the brut ; 
‘out in hot earnest. 


Phil Winston sped another shot, ahead of him this time—| “Don’t be a fool,” grinned the boy, pulling adie H 
aimed at the fellow at the gate. coat lapel to display the reporter’s badge so wal: know 
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THE GREAT GAUL “BEAT?” | 





|to spring upon him. ae 
Crack! The third shot, It took effect in the a 
knee, sending him to the ground. <a 
Panting, pallid, Carroll halted behind his man 
“You young fiend !” he snarled. “What are you sing E 
“Shooting,” said Phil, coolly, “What did you expe 
| Want one yourself? I’m in the business now!” 4 ; if 
“You're braye when you've got the only gun in | 
crowd !” sneered Carroll. 
Running feet sounded up the sineet that led down | 
the waterfront. Ee 
“The police!’ faltered Carroll, turning pale thant be e 
fore. 3 
“To be sure!” Phil mocked. Widen men don’t ne‘ F 
to fear ’em !” Pp 
Then, just as suddenly, our hero made up his mind | t , 
make himself scarce. D3 
“At this hour of the night the police will serve it out 4 
all the other papers!” he shivered, apprehensively, “Wow 
I must keep this great beat to myself!” 


«] ought to!” growled the wretch. 
In his insane greed for blood, the fellow bent over Phil 





























reporter’s white throat, 

“Quit, I tell you \? raged Carroll, in a low but aroused 
voice. “Stop that—until you get orders.” 

The brute not taking the knife edge away from quiver- 
ing Phil’s throat, Carroll once more closed in, pushing 
with his left hand against the fellow’s breast. 

“Get up and stand back! Are you boss, or am 1?” 

With a suddenness hardly to be looked for, the brute 
leaped to his feet. 3 
_ But he stood there, glaring like a beast at his master. 

- Carroll looked him over coolly, however. 

It was a tense moment, when a word hastily uttered 
might lead to a life and death clinch between this pair: 

““Now’s the only chance!” throbbed Phil. 

It was the one moment in which neither was looking at 
him 

Up! Phil was.on his feet like a streak. 

As a part of the same movement he snatched the re- 
voiver from Fred: Carroll’s hand. 

“}ll him now!” roared the brute, leaping forward eit 
his knife uplifted. 

Carroll, uttering a ery without words, wheeled around 
to find Phil distant a dozen feet and the er muzzle of 
the pistol covering him. 

“It’s my game now!” throbbed the young reporter. j 
“i'm as ready to kill as any one. Follow me, if you dare!” 

In that same second he wheeled, darting through the 


“Shut the gate, if you want a respite,” he whispe e ; 
suddenly, to Carroll. “Don’t run, or your man will Dp 
found and he’ll give you away. Shut the gate—quick pr 

Seeing that the boy with the pistol meant it, Carrol 
leaped forward to slam the gate shut and lock it. a 

Click! At that sound, Phil Winston took to his oy 
ee gliding down the waterfront avenue in the deer 
\ shadow that he could find. 

Carroll, in the meantime, shouldered the task of lifti 
his brute and getting that wretch hidden behind a piled 
lumber. 


Not until he was two blocks away did swiftly, steal 
running Winston draw up, 
“Tt seems queer to be throwing the police off the scent 
he panted, as he rested in a doorway. “But if the poli 
got hold of this thing now every other morning pa pel : 
would have it. It wouldn’t be my beat at all. Beside $1 
if hounded too hard, Carroll might make way with hib: 
uncle. If he has only me to deal with, he may dicker lon np) 
enough to give me a show to rescue his uncle.” j 
Rush! A policeman on the run went by the doot 
caught sight of our hero, wheeled and came back. a 
“What you doing here?” demanded the cop, suspic “c 
ously. 
“Laying low until I find out what’s loose around heres | 
Phil answered quickie : 
“T guess you're ment as loose as anything,” enappe 
|the officer. 


Swearing, both jumped ahead in pursuit. 
» Crack! Phil Winston turned and fired. 

His blood up, he cared not at all whether he killed one 
of this pair. 

But his shot went just a trifle wild of the brute’s head. 

Both stopped, in paralyzed amazement, for they had not 
looked for the boy to have grit enough to shoot. 

Whizz! Phil was again in motion for the gate of the 
yard. 

He came out from among the lumber just in time to 


“Seeing the fugitive, and alarmed by the shot he had 
heard, this fellow leaped forward to slam the gate shut. 
“Stand away from there or J’ll kill you!” Phil ripped 


Crack! Not waiting to see whether he was obeyed, 


“Yes; aimed! In his present mood of righteous self- | to the police. 


a yell, the fellow ducked, dodged, then ran down the} up there.” 
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Ree 
ome and w wll find out what it was,” pro- 


fst cab he encountered he stopped. 

2 me to the ‘Globe’ office. Drive like the mis- 
h he « ordered the driver. 
was off, bumping over the rough pavements of this 
e town. But he was not long in making News- 
mL tow 
upstairs and get the order for your money,” 
sted, and led the way to the elevator. 
nthe city editor, was alone in his office when Phil 
din, his eyes shining with excitement. 
thie man his order for hack-hire, please,” begged 
reporter. “Then I want to tell you something 
e. Re Bs 


rN . 
~6Haton 


Haton glanced in mild surprise from under his 


: Be mach ?” he asked the driver. 
vo dollars, sir.” 
on wrote the order hastily on a pad, gave it to the 
and added : 
e that to the counting-room and get your money.” 
n, after the driver had disappeared: 
° if p Winston, I hope you have something wealty good 
~ What’s it about?” . 
BS Prentin affair,” quivered Phil. “I haven’t found 
3s yet, but I’ve got all the other threads of the 
1 wank, sir, we will have Prentiss within a few 


renis 2” cried Mr. Eaton. “It’s more than merely 
‘him, my boy. His absence will bring about a 
iin the Great Gaul’s affairs. If the railway is hurt, 
local banks will go to the wall. In fact, a 


esn’t show up quick. Now, for your story.” 
s Phi told as quickly as he could, with one eye on 
y editor’s clock, for our hero had a good idea of how 
z i time it would take to write out his amazing story 
fp morning paper. 
e mn heard him through with the calmness of the vet- 
Se malist. 
s that all, Jad?” he asked, when Phil had finished, 
a 

mn toyed with Carroll’s handsome revolver, which 

ad laid on his desk as a proof of the story. 
inston,” said the city editor, slowly, “I don’t believe 
this yarn—not this morning.” , 
1 it” pari Phil, going white and a Ie in 


THE GREAT } 


, non ney disaster is threatened in this old town if Pren-. 


eae. F @ 
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GAUL “BEAT.” — 





see here, don’t you realize the situation? Prentiss isn’t a — 
prisoner at that lumber yard, or anywhere near it. Car- — 
roll knew that he must be shadowed, to have such a miss — 
happen to his plans for abducting Miss Prentiss. So 
Carroll led the chase to the lumber yard, and left the gate 
unfastened, just so that his shadower would follow him 

in and get caught. It was a good trick.” 7 

“But how could he have his men on hand there, too 2” 

“By sending a veiled telephone message from the Pren- 
tiss house before he left it.” 

“Then | 

“Now, Carroll knows from what quarter the pursuit 
comes. You did just right in not going to the police with 
your tale. Fearing exposure, Carroll would have his uncle’s 
body cut up in small pieces and destroyed so that it could 
never be identified.” Then what could we prove? 

“But Carroll, who is in hiding by this time, will wait 
for the morning papers. When he sees that there’s not a 
word, even in the ‘Globe,’ he’s likely to think we’re hold- 
ing off until we hear from him, and then he may send 
word and try to open up a deal with us. We want this 
story, and we want a beat on it over the other newspapers, 
but what we want, first of all, is to save the Great Gaul | 
from financial disaster and to prevent a bad business pane 
all around. Do you follow me?” 

“Yes, sir.” : 

Phil, in fact, saw the clear good sense of it all. A 
trained newspaper man like this chief of his could see 
further than any younger man could. 

“In the meantime,” Mr. Eaton went on, “we'll keep 
right on at the case. Ill send for Vaden and put the story 
in his charge. You and some others can help Vaden.” © 

“Vaden?” burst indignantly from Winston. 

“Well? Have you any objection to him?” 

“T’ll take help, sir, provided I’m left in charge of the 
story. I must be the boss, though, in getting this i 
for the ‘Globe.’ ”’ 

“ “Must?” echoed the city editor, looking ai young 
Winston in sheer amazement. “Winston, am I not the | 
city editor of this paper?” 

-“That you are!” assented Phil; “but I’ve done better 
on this thing than any of your older men. I must remain 
in peeee 7 Shp aiely in charge of getting the whole of 
this story, or 

“Well? Or 

“Or I resign ce the staff at once!” 

Phil went white, next flushed, as he delivered a jolt, 
but he meant what he said. 

His resignation would leave him free to go to any other 
newspaper with the knowledge that he had of the Pren- 
tiss case. 

“See here, Winston,” cried the city editor, inritably, 
“you've got to be reasonable and take a ee view of a: 
=| is thing.” | & e 

“Just what ’m trying to do, Mr. Rferee But I carried — 
"this thing as far as it has been taken, and without, any 
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Sahat, Pas reporter enough to carry this story through we 
the end. Mr. Eaton, I’ve waited for my chance to show 
_ whether or not I’m a real reporter. I’ve got to have this 
_ chance, and I mean to have it! Now, what do you say, 

‘sir! 99) BN ; é 

Eaton no longer hesitated. 
“You're taking me where the hair is short, and I’ve 
: simply got to give in,” replied the city editor, slowly. 
“Very well, you shall have charge of this story, and you 
shal] choose your own men to help you. But if you fall 
down on this affair, then m ‘ 
“T understand, eA flushed Phil. 
_ through here.” 
“Through in a minute!” uate the city editor. 
_ “Vd deserve to be,” gritted the young reporter. 
“Then that'll be the case—win or. git!’* 





“Tf I fall down, I’m 


CHAPTER. V. 
THE GIRL WHO HELPED. 


Phil Winston paced nervously in the back room of the 
drug store nearest to the Prentiss residence. 

A few hours of restless sleep the boy had secured at the | 
hotel nearest his office. 

Then, sharp at six, he had been called. 
~ Taking a cab at that early hour, he had been driven to 

the sifle door of the drug store, and had. stepped ey 
inside. 

_ Winston’s driver was a man whose stand was in News- 
paper Row. This jehu was well known to the reporters 
and could be trusted. 

In a twinkling the cab had driven off again, but had 
gone to a point to which our hero could telephone if he 
_ wanted the driver again. 

The drug store, which had just been opened, was pre- 

sided over by one sleepy-looking clerk. 

_ “What can I do for you?” he asked, eying the reporter. 
_ “Come into the back room a moment,” asked Phil, lead- 
ing the way. 


3 


The clerk followed, Hixioady) 
“You look like a fellow who would like to earn a little 
“money,” Winston hinted, smilingly. 
But the clerk drew up stiffly. seas 
_ “See here, young fellow, if it’s any crooked business 
_ that you expect from me, there’s the door!” 
“Not even a little thing—for a ten-dollar bill?” in- 
_ sisted Winston. | 
_“There’s the door out!” | 
— # Good !” agreed our hero, cheerfully. “That sounds 
as if you were the kind of man I want. I need a square 
Mi man—and that means that I don’t want aay dirty work. 
- But I mean what I said about paying ' ten soe ee a 
ae work” ae ifs 
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| «Do the Prentiiues ade here ”” ao 
“Yes; sometimes.” ! cee 
“Then I want you nf a a bottle of medicine 
Beth Prentiss, and. 

“Hold on! Stop!” breathed the clerk, ne a 

“Oh, I don’t care what the medicine is,” Phil went 
earnestly. “Take sugar and water, if you want. 
not trying to poison her. I want you to hand her a note 
that no one else sees.” i 4 : 

“Excuse me,” gruffed the still suspicious clerk. “th : % 
looks fishy.” oe 

“Tt wouldn’t, if you understood it,” Phil retorted, no} + 
Cape ae his badge for a brief instant. “Young ma 
you’ve got a chance to help the Prentisses out in the | 
troubles, if you’re quick enough. And all you’ve got to d a 
is to take the medicine, and slip the note to her at th 
same time. That note will ask the young lady to meet m@* 
here in this back room to help me in finding her father.’ : 

The clerk, mistaking Phil’s badge for a police one, hac d 
become a bit less suspicious. 4 

“Why don’t you go to the house yourself?” he asked. 

“Best reason in the world, my dear fellow. I dont 
know who may be watching that house. I don’t want tq 
have it known that I’ve seen Miss Prentiss. Now, wilh 
‘you take the pretended medicine, and slip the note int@ 
her hands—for the ten dollars that I promised you?” 

“Tt—it begins to look aeeEnt, ” murmured the art 
| clerk. 

“And it is straight. 
Now, will you get over there? 
you. ) 

“It’s too early to go over there yet,” the ete aguedll 

“Oh, no, it isn’t,” Phil retorted, quickly; “it’s gettin 
on toward seven o’clock, and a girl who’s crying her eye 
out for news of her father is pretty sure to be awak 
Come, now, hustle, won't you ?” i 

After a moment’s hesitation the clerk departed on | i 
errand. as 

Phil had plenty of money about him now. 

When a reporter on a big newspaper starts on a greal 
case he is always suppled with funds by his paper. wl 

“T got the note to Miss Beth,” the clerk esti com 
ing back to the store. 
































And here’s the tue and the note 
Pll watch the store 





“Did you get any answer?” | 4 
“No; but I whispered that some kind of detective ¥ wag 
here siaitee for her to bring her answer.” 7 

“Good enough—if she comes!” aa 4 
So now Phil was pacing in that back room, wondering y 
and wondering whether the girl would, after all, heed 1 
such a. strange note, 
The minutes slipped by. Another clerk had come 
help the first now, as the hands of the clock worked arouné 
toward half-past seven. a 
“She’s had more than half an hour to make up het 
mind in,” muttered the boy, neeei “What's seep 
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| ie e street Roce aco Beth een come, if come she did. | “To wack upon me, perhaps. Since you were the one 
h ere was a painted window, but Phil knew how to scrape who saved me last nas you know all about that part of § 
lear a spot as big as a pea. Through this he could|the affair.” 
atch without fear of being seen from the street. “Except that I am ee how Carroll explained 
‘rom the window he took another feverish turn across |your being chloroformed.” oe 
| je room. “Of course he was lame about that,” Beth smiled, bit- 
‘Then once more he looked out.  Iterly. “He told the doctor that he had taken chloroform 
“Hurrah! Here she comes—if only she’s headed for|for a headache; that he had dropped some on his hand-— 
e!” quavered the young reporter. | kerchief to inhale, and that /he did not notice how it had 
Tt seemed like ages, but before long Beth was in the |affected me until the carriage stopped at our door.” 
uter’ store. “Lame enough,” commented Phil, 
“Then she came back, conducted by the clerk who had}. “It was, but I pretended to accept it, for it «gion 
rried her the note. That clerk ushered her into the|flashed on me that my father was decoyed off by Fred 
oom, then closed the door. Carroll in some way very similar. I had to make believe 
"Beth looked at Phil as if she would pierce him Grenids accept his story, so that I may keep on the right side of 
and through, but our hero stood the scrutiny to her satis-!my cousin until our or lawyer has gotten the case well 





faction. in hand.” 

“You are Mr. Winston?” she asked, in a low voice. “You have told your lawyer?” asked Phil, with a start. 

“Phil Winston, at your service, Miss Prentiss,” he re-| “Not yet, for he is out of town, or was last night. But 
plied, eagerly. | I shall go to him this morning—as soon as I am through 


r “Your note told me that you are the only one alive | here, in fact.” 
‘who can give me correct information about my father?” | “I beg you not to,” pleaded the boy. 
she went on, still eying him eect “And you are| “Not tell my lawyer?” she demanded. 


a reporter ?” “Tf you do, Miss Prentiss, I’m just about certain that 

Phil showed her his Gagan then handed her a letter | you won’t have your father safe in a hurry. I’m the only 
From Eaton, the city editor. | one who has all the real threads of this case in hand. If 
Beth read it through quickly. you work through the lawyer, instead of through me, om 
“This is all very: en she murmured, only half- j will certainly fail.” | 
Ialiovinaly. 3 “But you can go to my lawyer with me!” she niaiieuea: 
. “But I have convinced you, Miss Prentiss, that I am a | eagerly. 


















epoter p? “Certainly not!” 

_ “Yes, certainly. er “Why not?” 

“Then listen, please, to all I have to say.” | “We-ell,” hesitated Phil, and then wlddeds “It would 
5 ad Phil told her the whole amazing story. be against my orders from my paper.” 

Beth did not appear to be as much surprised as he had| ‘The real reason was that Phil Winston, with his chance 
ected. to make his name in the newspaper world, did not mean 
ss) tam going to be frank with you,” she flashed back at |to play second fiddle to a lawyer and let the latter get all 
the credit. 
£ Bove all, that is what I wish, Miss Prentiss. “Now, Miss Prentiss, let me tell you our plan—my 
Y ou have not told me anything that ‘surprises~me as |paper’s plan. In the first place, we want you to disappear, 
ny cousin. I have long detested Fred Carroll.” -{also.” pa 

Yet you were with him, on the best of terms, at your| “I? Disappear?” cried the girl. 
er’ s office yesterday afternoon.” “Yes; we want you to fade out of sight, so that no one 
et started, looked inquiringly at the boy, and then |can find you.” 

a : ) “Why ?” 3 
That was because he is my cousin, and it is well to be} “Simply to get Carroll guessing and uneasy. He won’t 
| erent good terms with one’s relatives. Fred even|be able to figure what’s up. When we get him on the 
ad me to marry him.” anxious seat it will be easier to bring hith to quick eras. ‘ 
10 10!” flashed Phil. Then, as he looked at the girl: “What is your—your paper’s plan?” 

4 8 is hardly to be blamed for that, Miss Prentiss.” | “First of all, we want you to seek secret veto id 
Iy father’s great wealth was the attraction,” the girl |ing—in the Convent of the Sacred Relics.” 

e red, steadily, and without flushing. “Fred has some} “But I am not acquainted there,” Beth replied, the 
: y a but not much.” . |puzzled look in her face deepening. 

i f° father favor him?” . »| , “It isn’t necessary for you to be. Our paper has already | 
t first, arranged with the Mother Superior at the convent to re- 
”» Bi _ '[eeive a young woman who wishes to remain in seclusion 

i Yost Carroll want to silat father?” d ) ra few Seg i wu take ee Bee ee 8 a 
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et suspense.” a 
“TT am afraid I can’t pals any such arrangement 
with a stranger,” Beth replied, slowly. 

“Simply because you don’t feel that you can trust me 
in such a strange matter. You're quite right in that. 
But you'd trust my paper, the ‘Globe,’ wouldn’t you? If 
you knew that the ‘Globe’ really asked you to accept this 
plan as the only sure one of anding. your father?” 

_ “Tf—if I really knew—perhaps.” 

“Nothing easier than to find out,” prompted Phil. 
“The telephone number of our office is 2,000 Gloucester. 

You can satisfy yourself of that in the directory. Mr. 
Eaton, my city editor, is there at this hour—by arrange- 
ment. ‘There’s the telephone over there. Call up the 
office and talk with Mr, Eaton, won’t you?” 


Even the naturally suspicious Beth could hardly help 


believing in the sincerity of this eager, flushed youngster, 
who stood looking into her eyes with a iook of such great 
honesty. 
“{I—I certainly don’t object to talking with your edi- 
tor,” she replied, and crossed the room to the telephone. 
Within five minutes Beth hung up the transmitter. 
_ “T am satisfied,” she said, simply. 
“Then you will be guided by the ‘Globe?’ ” pressed 
Phil. 
“T will be guided by you,” she answered, dashiie a 
swift look at him. 


“And you will stay at the ini dak communicating ers of the night before. 


with your lawyer or with any of your relatives or friends ?” 
Beth drew back, a bit disturbed. 
“Must I promise that?” she asked, slowly. 


“Most certainly. Miss Prentiss, if you break even a bit 


into our plans, you will upset them.” 
The girl hesitated. 
“Perhaps, Miss Prentiss, you don’t realize the great 
power of a big, modern newspaper. You don’t understand 
that we have more men and better. facilities than other 
papers. You don’t understand how long a newspaper's 
arms are, and how far they can reach out.” 
—™ “It must be so,” she admitted, “or else a boy like you 
would not have been able to accomplish all that you have 
dene in my interest,” 
“Then you agree to all I ask?” Phil insisted, pressing 
home his point. , 
“Yes, yes. I am in your hands.” 
“Good! Then when you leave here, it will be in the 
cab with me.”  * 
Beth flushed a bit, hesitated, then took a furtive peep at 
Phil’s strong, confident, self-reliant face. 
Had she but guessed it, he was a very different young- 
ster trom yeste orday. 
The “kid”-of the ‘Globe’ office had become a man! 
S . Just a few minutes later the closed carriage drew up at 
thé side dot.’ 


. The two. drug clerks had been impressed with the fact} 
at ey ‘monet, on. no 1 aeootnt, pdt the. fashion | in which | 
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and Phil had ssiiie teed it by a sate eae eo oa 
Then, behind drawn curtains, the young people wer 
bowled across the city. a 
In time he ushered Beth in through the donee. of t 
convent, where she was already expected. 
“Remember!” thrilled Phil, as he took her little han 
in his at parting. “Stand by us, and we'll win out f 
you! And we’ll keep. you posted on the news.” = 4g 
Beth’s eyes filled with tears as she bade him good-by f 
Winston, who never did like the sight of ey hurrie¢ 
away. | c 
He left the convent in the cab. oe 
Within ten minutes’ walk of Newspaper Row he lett 
the cab, going forward on foot. cf 
“If Carroll hasn’t already started some move owl 
dickering with us,” reflected the young reporter, “he sure 


from the face of the earth. The city editor isn’t such a 
fool when he directs a case like this. I wonder if Carroll 
will come himself.” a 

Phil had turned into a crowded side street near ty 
Row. 

' Then something happened so suddenly that our hen 
had no chance to realize it. aa 
Out of the surging crowd just one man emerged & 
caught the boy’s eye. 7 
It was the unwounded one of the pair of Carroll’s help 

Something steely glistened. 1 
Swift as a flash the wretch aimed a pistol point-bla 
at Phil Winston and fired. 


—_-_ ot lO 


CHAPTER VI. 


FACE TO FACE. 
“Murder !” } 
That was the yell that went up from the horrifie 
passersby. 4 
The suddenness and meanness of the crime took their 
breath away. i 
They saw a mar and a boy grapple in the same a 
saw the gleam of the pistol barrel and the flash from ~ 
muzzle, heard the report. | 
Then they saw man and boy go down together. 
It looked like a death grapple. 
Phil Winston meant it for that, too. 7 
But in going down, his foot was twisted under him, 
Wrench! A shoot of pain went through that ering 
foot and ankle. tay 
Swift as thought the murderous assailant wrenbed 








A flashing gesture with the pistol, and the horror 
crowd fell back, making a clear lane of escape for the ma 0 
with the gun. ee 
Phil, _too, sprang up, hloed. ; Ponring Ero a | wound Mi 
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He ‘fell against the ke glass window of a ee store, 
leaning there for support. 
Po ‘Catch that scoundrel!” shouted Winston. “Stop him !” 
But none started in pursuit. 
It was nobody’s business to chase a madman with a 
Fistol until a policeman arrived on the run. _ 
_ From Phil and the crowd the cop got his directions. 
Bi Then off at full speed went the bluecoat. 
“He won’t catch him,” uttered Winston, in disgust, for 
: S ceady the man with the pistol was out of sight around a 
POrBOT, 
So sure was he that his assailant would not be caught 
Fihat Phil hobbled into the drug store. 
; A bleeding furrow across the back of his hand had been 
cut by that bullet. 
_ Just the instant before the shot: was fired our hero ‘had 
Bic sight of the weapon and had grabbed at it, 
_ In this way he had turned aside a_bullet aimed for his 
heart. 
_ But the leaden missile had ploughed its way across the 
Pack of his other hand. 
This was quickly remedied by washing and by pasting a 
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ec tie m was now ‘ramming at top seed none daring tant will be here in legs than an hour and rl leave him a 


note to call me if I’m wanted.” pare 


“What can I do on this job?” piped up a voice from a o 
dark corner of the city room. 4 

“You, Dave? Oh, I'd POPEtES you,” laughed the ¢ ty 
editor. 

“That’s always the way,” came a rueful, complaining — 
voice, and then the alert but rather poorly dressed figure — 
of a boy of fifteen came into view. “I’m always forgotten 
when there’s anything real to be done.” 

This was Dave Bliss, the night office boy, who had stage 
ed overtime with his chief. 

Dave considered himself as “good” as any reporter on. 
the staff. He burned with eagerness to prove it. | 

“There doesn’t seem to be anything for you to do now,” 
remarked the city eflitor. ‘You may as well go home, 
Dave, and get some sleep.” | 

“Sleep?” snorted the boy, indignantly. “There’s a 
big story om, or you two wouldn’t be here at this time in 
the morning. Can’t I do anything? Say, can’t I?” 

“T know just how he feels. I felt that way myself,” — 
Phil murmured to himself, “Let him stay, won’t you, 
Mr, Eaton? He may be of use to me.” 

“Use,” echoed Dave. “Of course I’ll be.” 

“Then go out and help Winston to keep from falling. 
Take care of him and his bad ankle,” smiled the city edi- 


strip of flesh-colored courtplaster across the back of his |tor just before he closed the managing editor’s door from 


hand. 
In the same back room of the drug store Phil had the 
ankle washed in lotion and well rubbed, 


“T can walk, with a hobble,” he grunted as he tried. |nurse. 










“Tf you want to use that foot, the best plan is to keep 
on using it,” suggested the druggist. 
‘and stiffer from rest. 
0 {.2? 

_ “Use will cure, eh?” cried the boy. 


my feet as much as I do now.” 

| The policeman not having returned, Phil found his 
ay out through a back door and made a short, though 
sinful “cut,” to the ‘Globe’ office. . 


feat news story is “on.” 
4 “All well so far,” nodded the city editor, with: a smile. 


move the Carroll crowd will make.” 
F Phil sat down for a few minutes, to see what the other 


“Tt’7ll get stiffer | stairs together. 
Use may work all the soreness|my orders now. If anything mis Pll find something 


“That’s the fee! 
omforting news I ever heard, for I never wanted to use | “Something big? 
you ?” 


The city editor can go | near. 
ri ithout sleep as well as the ariortan can ata time A a |anything happens, just keep your eyes open.” 


the other side. 

“That’s it,” uttered the office boy, bitterly. “I want to 
do a reporting stunt, and I’m toled off for a trained 
Oh, this is life—this is!” 

“Never mind,” returned Phil, as they went down the 
“You stick to me, Dave, for you’re under 


for you to do.” 
“Say, will you, now?” insisted the office boy, eagerly. 
You’re on the Prentiss case, ain’t 


“Very much on it,” Phil laughed. — 

“What?ll I do first?” : 
“When we get in the street, don’t walk with me, but 
Keep your eye on me. If anyone speaks to me, or 


“Then what?” Dave demanded, eagerly. | 
“Tf you don’t know what to do, then, you’re no news- — 


a \ ow, we can afford to rest a little while, to see what | paper man—that’s all.” 


“Thanks!” retorted Dave, drily. “Much!” 
Phil stepped out on the street first. Dave followed 


norning papers had had to say about the disappearance |some little distance at the rear. 










f Bertram Prentiss. . 


2 ilway president, though not one of them, not even the | 
Globe,’ contained an inkling of the real story. 

4 ‘T can’t give this foot too much rest, or I’ll stiffen up,” 
ranted Phil at last. “Pve got to get out and exercise.” , 
Be “Pm ee ad g . into ae RSE editor. office, then, to 
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For half an hour our hero strolled around through the 


' All of the papers had long articles about the missing |shorter thoroughfares close to Newspaper Row. 


Once or twice he turned, but always to find Dave close } 
at hand, though the office boy did not appear to be watch- 
ing him. ‘ 

“That youngster’s going to do for a shadow, ti * thong 
Phil. CElem ' 
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_ of dark eyes that gleamed at him from oie of a dark door 
way. 

Well back in the shadow stood Fred Carroll. 

He was scowling, savagely, but beckoned to our hero. 

Without hesitation, Phil turned and stepped in under 
ihe doorway. 

“Been looking for me?” smiled our hero. 

“Guess!” sneered Carroll. 

“T guess that you very sail want to see me, and find 
cut what I know, and what I’m doing,” Winston went on, 
coolly. “Well, as you know, I represent the ‘Globe.’ My 
people have this matter in charge—evens,to being in a 

" position to decide whether you shall go to jail or not. Do 
you know what would be the:best thing for you, Carroll?” 

“What?” 

“Come around to tlie ‘Globe’ office with me and see one 
of our editors. Tell him where you took your a and 
what made you do it.” 

“Don’t talk quite so loudly,” catived Carroll, ee 
his teeth in a snarl. 


“Don’t try to frighten me, or to order me about,” | 


smiled back Phil. “I’m not afraid of you. 
to do is to holler for the police, turn you over, and there 
you are.” 
“On what charge?” jeered Carroll, now cool again. 
“Abducting my uncle? Prove it! What happened in the 
lumber yard last night? You’d be the only witness for, 
your side. No, no, Winston, you can’t hold the police over 
me. You couldn’t make a charge that’d hold water.” 
“Then what did you want of me, anyway?” Phil in- 
sisted, curiously. “And how do you happen to know my 
name?” 
“T know more than that about you,” retorted the rascal. 
“See here,” cried Phil, with a sudden pretense of anger, 
“vou hayen’t stopped with hurrying your uncle off into 
captivity. What have you done with your cousin, Beth 
Prentiss ?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Come, niow,” snorted Phil, “don’t try any of that. 
Beth Prentiss has vanished—has disappeared as if the 
earth had swallowed her up!” 
“What’s that you say?” gritted Carroll, his face paling, 
as he gripped our hero’s arm. 
“That shot went home hard,” thought + the young re- 
porter. “He hadn’t heard about Beth yet. Her disap- 
pearance has spoiled his scheme somewhat.” 
“What did you say about Beth?” insisted her cousin. 
“Disappeared, and you know where,” returned our hero, 
stolidly. | 
_ “Upon my soul I didn’t know it, and can’t believe it, 
either,” faltered the young rascal. 
“Tell that to the marines!” snapped Phil, clever dis- 
belief written all over his face. 
Carroll was actually shaking with emotion over this 
news. 
_“Beth’s flight upsets all his ea ’’ divined our hero. 
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ebneina hand on the boy s arm. 
being enemies.” — 
“Of course not,” the boy returned, ily. 
“Join hands with me.” fh 
“How?” queried the boy, turning in genuine surpris ep 
“Drop your newspaper. at do you get there? / : 
few dollars a week. Join hands with me, and I’ll make | ifm 
worth your while. Help me, and I promise you—a for P 
tune !”? g Zz 
‘Where’ll it come from?” flashed Phil. . q 
“Never mind that. Never mind my plans just nowg 
But there’s a fortune ahead in my scheme. Join me, andl 
part of it is yours. See here!” 
From his inner coat pocket the rascal drew out a fla th 
thin roll of crisp new bank notes. a 
“T can pay you something down, you see,” whispere¢ d : 
Fred Carroll, his eyes glowing. 
“How much?” demanded Phil, thinking. 
“One thousand dollars a 
“Pshaw !” * | 
“Think how long it would take you to earn that on 
your paltry newspaper. * 
“A thousand is not up to my price.” 
“T’ll make it two thousand, then.” — 
Carroll, reaching into another pocket, displayed the ti 
of another wad of banknotes. 
“Still too little,” smiled Phil. 
“But this is only earnest money,” urged Fred. 
“Too little, anyway,” Phil smiled. 
“But think how little you’ve got to do. In fact, I don’t 
need you, Winston, for any real work. You’re simply the 
cnly human being who has succeeded in getting bela 
me and my job. You're the only fellow I’m afraid of. 
don’t want you to do anything for me—just go into in 
country with one of my men and disappear for a while.” | 
“And disappear?” mocked Phil. “That seems to be ¢ 
specialty in your line. But—no, I thank you!” 3 
“Do you mean to stay in town and queer me?” snarieg 
Fred. 
“Perhaps. What if I do?” 
“Then you'll be out of the way quicker than you think Vy 
hissed the scoundrel. “You can’t do anything against | 
me as yet, for you haven’t got the proof. But I can do a 
lot against you. Do you know that every large city has a 















i 7 


swarm of men who’ll take life for a small price? Win- 
ston, either you come under me and follow my orders—or | 
I swear that I’m going to pay to. have you killed—in a | 
jiffy 1” 
“Good! Now, we understand each other,” feea Win- | 
| ston. 
“Your answer, then ?” 4 
“Carroll, you’re just what I believed you yesterday 
an utter scoundrel !” “9 
“And a dangerous one, as you'll find if you fight i 
e Then se oe I ell to the lest “ ae oi! 4) eee 






















ing PF clectice and taking a isi on ae Fred 
roll under arrest—proof or no proof. 

th a cry of rage, enero with fear, Carroll leaped 
fier 1 ve 

Up Pent the wretch’s hand, something Gasianc there. 
‘Ph il turned, but too late to avoid the stroke. 

Down came a knife, the blade’s point wer in his 


Ww 


Pv ou won’t trouble me again!” flashed Fred Carroll. 

| a Phil Winston sank back, the blood streaming from 
his neck, Carroll dashed into the street. 

Fast a few doors away, and before anyone on the street 
understood what had happened, Carroll darted into a 
yaiting cab and was whirled swiftly away. 

“Now, [ve got a clear field !” gasped the wretch, fete 
ng back on the cushions. 





CHAPTER VIL. 
THE OFFICE BOY’S STUNT. 
“That was just about the time you nearly cashed in 
v your checks.” 
This was the comment of the druggist who dressed and 
handaged Phil’s wound. 

The crowd had found the boy lying there in the door 
way, rapidly bleeding to death. 

The crowd had roused a policeman. ‘That officer ap- 
“plied first aid in a jiffy, then got the boy to the nearest 
drug store. 

An ambulance had been summoned, but the young 
doctor found the druggist doing all right, and soon de- 
parted. 

_ The point of the knife had come within a quarter of an 
inch of the jugular vein. 

‘Had the knife entered just on the vein there would 
I have been scant chance of saving the boy’s life. 

_ As it was, the wound was nearly an inch deep. 
eo. had been applied to stop the bleeding, 
7 which the cut was stitched. 

Then sticking plaster and a-light bandage had closed 
the opening. 

" row'd better go to your doctor and then get nine for 
day,” advised the druggist. | 

: Not with my day’s work to do,” said Phil, gritty 
ugh his face was pale from shock and loss of blood. 

o the policeman Winston had already given his name 
usiness and a pretended description of his assailant. 
2 that assailant, our hero had declared, stubbornly, 
e did not know who the fellow was, or why the stab- 
had been done. 

y Vl get back to the office—what’s left of me,” 
2¢ 1 the boy. 

fest at limped a bit, bub the wound in the neck did not 
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Gi had ibeen inflicted deep down under his collar, so 
sn hing concealed it. 
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“You look as if you’d been dusgugh a wick je com- m 


mented that editor, looking up. 
“Feel like it,” smiled Phil, ruefully. 


\ 


_ “That you, Winston?” hailed a voice from the manag- 


ing editor’s room. 

ee GS; Git.” 

Then Mr. Eaton came out. 

“Anything new, my boy?” 

“T’ve just seen Fred Carroll,” and our hero hastily told 
what had happened. 

“Where was that ee pest, Bliss, all the while?” cried 
Eaton, angrily. 

“Oh, he was attending to pene: you bet,” Phil re- 
turned, with alacrity. 

“Or lost sight of you in the crowd,” suggested the city 
editor. 


“Perhaps, but I don’t believe it, sir. Wait. And now, 


Mr. Eaton, you’d better get three or four aie reporters — 


at work.” 

“What for 7? 

“Why, to hunt the city for Carroll. 
want that scoundrel arrested.” 

“Get about four of our good men by "phoning to their 
homes, Crosby,” the city editor ordered his assistant. 


When found we 


So quickly does a sleeping reporter arouse when the tele- 


phone bell rings in his sleeping room that within a half 
hour the four men so summoned were in the city room of 


‘| the “Globe.” 


They were out again within five minutes, one under 
orders to remain near the Pelham Club to intercept Car- 
roll if he showed up there. 

Another was sent to Carroll’s lumber yard, a third to 
the Great Gaul railway offices and the fourth to try to trail 


the young scoundrel among his acquaintances and cronies. 


If Carroll still remained in the city there was every 
reason to believe that one of these reporters would locate 
him. | 

“If you find him,” was Phil’s last word, “have him ar- 
rested.” 

Then our hero remained at the office. | 

*You’re in no shape to go out, so you'd better lie down 


on the managing editor’s lounge,” advised Mr. Eaton. 


“Now that Crosby is here, I’m going home.” 
But Phil steadfastly refused to lie down. 
He walked back and forth through the long, narrow 
city room, gently exercising that lame ankle. 


“What are you waiting for, anyway?” Crosby demanded. — 


“Waiting to hear from Dave.” » 

“Bosh!” snorted Crosby. “That boy behaved as most 
kids do—fell down at the important point in the story.” 

“T don’t believe it,” Phil retorted, stubbornly. ‘“Yes- 


terday you said I’d fall down on a big story, didn’t you?” 


Crosby snorted and went on with his work. 

Half an hour later the office telephone bell jangled, 

“Mr, Winston!” called the day office bor 
pe re at the telephone. z 
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iS “Hullo,” Phil hailed, setting himself at- the see bra ‘many miles foe ‘It a Be a dae tos end 
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i ment. 


_ the wire. 
_ “Good! I knew I’d hear from you. Where are you?” 


“Hallo, Mr. Winston,” came a shrill, excited voice over 
“This is Dave Bliss,” 


“At the Great Gaul depot. So is the fellow who stabbed 


“The deuce you say id 
“That’s right, Mr. Winston,” Dave went on, earnestly. 
“Maybe you thought I was slow in not helping you when 


you was stabbed. But I just figured I’d better follow the 


fellow who did it. He was off like a streak in a cab. I 
was off like another streak, Mr. Winston—on the trunk 
race behind the cab. Your man drove to a theatrical cos- 
tuming parlor. Say, you wouldn’t know him now. He’s 
shaved off his black mustache, and he wears a light brown 
wig that’s a dandy on a fit. He has eyeglasses and is 
rigged up like one of those hunter chaps, He has a shot- 
gun, too. Oh, you’d never know him for the same fellow,” 

“Ts he going anywhere?” Phit demanded, anxiously. 

“Going anywhere?” repeated Dave, in great excite- 
ment. “Just that! He’s bought a ticket for Covenden,” 

Covenden? ‘That was a long ride from the city, and 
fairly well up in a wild bit of mountains through which 
the Great Gaul railway passed. 


“What time does his train go?” Phil demanded. 

“Kleven-two !” 

“Great Scott!” roared Phil. 
and a half minutes of that now.” 
_“T know it, but I couldn’t telephone niloce: There’s 
another train in an hour. You'll follow, won’t you?” 

“Won't I, though?” 

“Good! And-I’m going on the same train with the 
erook. Ill keep him in sight until he reaches Coyenden. 
And, say, Mr. Winston, you be on the lookout at each 


_ station. If Mr. Crook gets off at any station this side of 


Covenden, I’ll leave a note to be handed to you by the 


station master. And—whoop! I’ve got to run for my fr 


train. Good-by!” 

Ting! Just one stroke of the telephone bell, ang hus- 
tling Dave was off the wire. 

“You'll change your notion about Dave Bliss being a 
dummy, won’t you?” Phil demanded, after he had hur- 
riedly detailed his information to Crosby. 

“Well, you’ve got plenty of time before you take that 


- next train,” mused the day assistant. 


“Time enough for you to send an office boy down on 


the run to get a box relay from the Western Union peo- 


ple,” Phil urged. 


“A box relay?” Crosby repeated. “What for?” 
“T suppose you know, sir,” Phil returned, with some 


 jrony, “that a box relay is an instrument that can be con- 
- nected with a live telegraph wire anywhere, and then that 
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_ box relay, with its batteries and sounder, becomes a tele- 
graph office. 
Up pround Covenden, but the telegraph stations are aout of ae eats 


Well, the wires run through the mountains 
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Ahad’ Se age eee longed absence of the railway’s preseers at this critica 
time in the company’s affairs ? | 


answer is—find Prentiss.’ 


on this very trip. 
way president had already been spirited up into i wild 
|that, at such a critical point in the scheme,” Phil conjec- 


himself for his own stupidity in asking such a question. 


hours a good automobile would have the prisoner up 3 n 
_|the country around Covenden.” a 


bit. 
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rush I'll need a box reldy very likely.” 
“And an operator?” asked Crosby, euahione ie bel 
“Operator nothing!” Phil retorted. “I’m my own ¢ 
rator at a pinch. I’ve been used to sending mesg 
my own town before eyer I saw the city.” | 
The office boy was despatched in a hurry, He retail 
with a box relay and with a permit issued to Phil W 
ston to tap the company’s wires if he found it neces 
so to do. he 
The noon train bore Phil Winston out of Pcs Gn 
Gaul station. | ; 
Having taken his seat in the smoking car, where 
could be more at ease, with his box relay in a grip at 1 
side, Phil opened a novel that he had bought at the new 
stand. | 
There were not more than a half a dozen men in thet cat 
Phil glanced them over just. after the train had started 
“No one that I need to-watch out for, I guess,” was | hi : 
decision as he settled back in his seat. Oe 
But he could not read. 
He was trying to puzzle out what could have Bead Fret 
Carroll’s motive in abducting his uncle. | of 
Certainly it had stirred up trouble enough in the boar | 
of directors of the Great Gaul railway. . 
Yet how could Carroll profit from the possible an 
loss to the railway that would follow the sudden and pre 
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And why attempt to abduct Beth? 4 
Of course, the last move was understandable, if Carre 
really wanted to wed the girl. | | a 
Yet why abduct Mr. Prentiss at all? oe 
Oh, it’s too much of.a puzzle,” sighed Winston. “ ¥ 


Yet this was just what the young ne panes hoped to 


If Fred Carroll had undertaken a journey so rem of 
om the city it was only because, in some way, the rail 


desolate country around Covenden. 4 
“Carroll wouldn’t get so far away from. the old man as 


tured. “But how did he ever get the president of the 
railway off a prisoner over his own road?” 
In the next instant the young man could have kicked 


1 


“Got him away in an automobile, of course! In ten. 


The remembrance of that shotgun made Phil ne ’ 
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ye hurt me too badly to follow. But in that case he may 


vanted for the crime.” 


E There were, in fact, so eee speculations possible as to 
the reason for his enemy's flight to the mountains that 
} Vinston sighed and gave up all speculation. — 
“Is wise to wait until I know,” he concluded. 
The train was stopping at the first station. 
Mindful of hustling Dave’s plan, Phil rose, carrying 
nis $ precvious box relay with him to the platform. 
But the station master here seemed not to be looking 
for anyone. 

- At each succeeding station Phil went to the platform. 


deal of satisfaction to one quict-looking, middle- aged man 
J vith a low, animal-like brow, who sat in about the middle 
., the car. 

i f This individual did not seem to be paying any attention 
to the young reporter, but he was, none the less. 


Xu urmured the low-browed one. “Lord, ain’t he green, 


“This certainly was a fault with Phil. 


essness that surged up within him to be seen in Mis 
actions. 

bo A man who had been through the mill, no matter what 
his excitement, would have seemed to be asleep instead of 
interested in his trip. 

Tt was six o’clock in the evening before the train was 
ue at the little station of .Covenden. 

AE 5:40 the train left Delby behind, and the next stop 
is Eto be Malton. 


‘rose from his seat and moved down the aisle toward : 
nil’s seat. 

“rT ey you might like some figs,” hinted the low- 
ved one, sociably. 


L ‘am hungry a bit, thank you,” smiled Winston. 

r Rat hearty, then,” smiled the stranger, seating him- 
f in the seat just ahead of our hero. 
alree ady. Finish ’em up.” 

I may not have any time for supper when I reach Coy- 
n,” murmured the boy to himself. 

nest e two were now the only passengers left in the car. 














ce _ stomach. 

alton ! ! Malton !” cried the eakonuinny. 
ys pate ti ion here,” announced the low-browed one, ris- 
| Well, good-b; mad Ui: | 
yd- bys a nd thanks for the figs,” answered Phil 


a> ce i Z: of 
Th Bt rh sae, st Pn oyech pes: is eum es oi ee 
eA pee a Fes 7 icra sha howe 


s™) ~? ») 


THE GREAT GAUL 


“* Oa 


- Like all boys lacking in experience, he allowed the rest | 


Just as the train pulled out of Delby the low-browea 


“Pve had my! 


“BEAT.” 











in the fellow’ = eyes” as he hurried from the train. 


but th . “Are we on time?” asked Phil, as the conductor came 
Ese Jarroll dither | believes that he did kill me, or aide that | through after the train had started. 

It’s eighteen minutes to sso so 
9¢ only going into hiding until he finds out whether he’s| we’re a few minutes late.” So 


“Not. quite. 


“What kind of a place is Covenden?” 

“Wild.” 

“Any town there?” 

“Nothing but the depot and the station oe cot~ 
tage.” 

“Where’s the town?” 

‘There ain’t any.” 

“The postoffice ?” 

“In the depot.” 

“Oh |?? 

“Blazes!” ejaculated the conductor. 


Baad our hero but known it, his movements gave a good | 'T!” 


For Phil had suddenly fallen back in his seat, gripping 
with both hands at his abdomen. His face was as white 
as chalk, and his breath came gaspingly. 

“Sick?” demanded the conductor. 

But into Phil’s mind a suspicion of the real truth sud- 


_ “That's the kid. I’d know him without a description,” oenly flashed. 


“Poisoned !” he moaned, bending forward and rocking 


tho ugh? Seems bent on attracting attention to himself.” | Slightly as he gripped tightly at his abdomen. 


In truth he was deathly ill and in ‘ great pain. 
“That fellow—he gave me figs; there are people who’ ve 
sworn to do me up,” Phil murmured, weakly. 
That conductor was a man of action. Swift as thought 
he leaned over, got one of the figs and tore it open. 
“Paris green, by hokey!” he roared, as he regarded the 
little green specks that dotted the inside of the fig. 
“Get a doctor—if there’s one on the train!” Winston 
appealed, faintly. | 
“There ain’t. I know all the passengers that’s ledt 
aboard. Nota doctor among them.” 
“Can we get one—at—Covenden?” Phil whispered, his 
breath coming faster and shorter now. 
“Not one within eight miles!” choked the ocntiuebiiy 
“T’m done for—then!” announced Phil. 
He staggered up, then fell in the aisle, rolling over in 


He offered Phil a box half-filled with the pressed fruit. his agony. | 





CHAPTER VIII. 
AN EVIL NIGHT. 
“Good Lord! I can’t let a fellow die that way!” muttered 
the conductor. 
He thought swiftly for a moment. 


“There’s old Mrs. Jones—she travels with a lunch bas- 
i ats rather greedily, for the figs tasted good ore ket. She may have mustard with her!” 


Before this had all flashed through the conductor’s wed 
| he was traveling swiftly through the train. 

In the third car back he came upon the middle-aged 
pee whom he sought. | 


Mrs. J ones, beens Booed a pot of water | over an aleo- ; 
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hol stove perched on the car-seat in front of her, was in 
the act of pouring a handful of tea into the water. 
a “Stop that!” roared the conductor, snatching the pot 
of hot water from before the woman’s startled eyes. 
 “Got-any mustard?” he demanded, hoarsely. 
“Why, law sakes——” began the woman. 

“If *you’ve got any mustard, give it to me like light- 
ning!” roared the conductor. “There’s a young man’s 
life at stake in the smoker.” 

That roused the woman to action. Fumbling in her 
lunch basket she brought out, sure enough, a little tin 
box of yellow mustard. — 

‘Without a word the conductor turned and flew ‘back to 
the smoking-car, gathering in the brakeman as he went. 

Phil still lay on the floor of the aisle, rolling in agony. 

“Make him sit up—hold him in his seat,” ordered the 
_ conductor, breathlessly. 

Then, dropping a liberal handful of the mustard. into 
the hot water, the conductor stirred the. powder with his 
finger, regardless of the heat. 

“Here,” he ordered, pressing the Be to Phil’s lips. 
“Drink this stuff—no matter how hot it is.’ 

‘Hot mustard water acts as an emetic. 

Phil drank the stuff gaspingly. 

Almost in a moment it warmed his stomach up. 

Then, retching heavily, he began to throw the stuff off. 

But the second he stopped vomiting ‘the conductor 
forced him to swallow the rest of the mustard water. 





More vomiting followed. | 

“The mustard water is gone,” the conductor muttered 
aloud. “I’m blessed if I know what to do next!” 
_ “What ails the boy?” quietly asked Mrs. Jones. who had 
followed. 

“Paris green.” . 

“Then he wants to drink this milk,“ suggésted the wo- 
man, holding forward a bottle in which there was at least 
a glass of milk. 

Phil took it as ordered. It felt grateful to his now raw 

stomach. 


“That'll lay the Paris green, now you’ve cleaned his 
stomach out,” nodded ‘the woman. 

“Ts it milk enough?” asked the conductor. 
“Lord, no! He wants quarts of it.” 
“Covenden, in a minute now,” muttered the brakeman, 

after looking out ‘of the window. 
“Cheer up, lad. We'll get you through this yet,” en- 

couraged the conductor, slapping Winston’s odaees 
Then the train was run into Covenden. 
Leaning on the two railroad men, Phil was helped to the 
platform. | 


Seeing them coming, the station agent hurried forward. 
| But Phil’s mind, off of death now, was active on his 
newspaper work. =“ | 

i r - “Any word waiting for me » here?” he 
_ rather oy. | | 
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asked, though | 
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2 Yes; if your name is Dave Bliss,” replied | the: agent, 

“It is,’ nodded Phil, for he at once realized tha t t 
bright oftice-boy had left the note thus addressed in on 
that Winston’s name, which Carroll’s crowd might x re 
nize, would not appear. . : 


“Never mind notes now,” urged the conductor. 
any milk at the depot, serge | i q . 
“Some for my supper.” esa 
“Trot i out swift, then, and hustle over to. your. how 
for more.’ | 4 
A liberal allowance of milk, following the use of t 
mustard water, pulled Phil through, though it left 1 hi 
stomach wretchedly weak. 


And now the train, delayed by a few minutes, a 
out again, though not before our hero had thanked eve: 
one concerned in saving his life. | 

“How'd it happen?” asked Smith, the otation seal 
curiously, after the train had gone. | q 
“Mistake,” replied Phil, briefly. — | a 
But Phil was speculating over the office Meng ne te 
which had read simply: i 
“Fellow got off here. Still following.” a 
Dave inquired which way the writer of the note ha 
gone, but on this point Smith had no information. 

“Tt looks as if Dave had the case, instead of me,” smile 
Phil, grimly. “I hope, though, they ain’t mixing thi 
up for him the way they’ve done for me.” ‘a 
“Going to wait here a while?” asked the station agen 
pausing with the keys in his hand. 

“Yes; I think so.” a 
“Then I won’t need to lock up. This bag yours?” — 
Winston gave a great start as he.remembered the ba 
which the brakeman had been thoughtful oe to P 
off for him. 


“It’s mine,” said Phil, briefly. 
“Tl be back about nine o’clock, if you’re stil] here,” 
nodded the agent. “Come over to the house if von get 
lonesome.” 

Left by himself, our ee did aot long remain at the 
station. 
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“T can be found here too easily, if people are + loking 
for me,” she decided grimly. 4 
On a side track there was a freight éar with the door 
open. { 
Into this the young reporter climbed, all but closing the 
door. ‘ 
He could still erteiisA a view of the station. | 
“If I’m guessing right about Dave,” murmured the 
young reporter, “he’ll come back here as soon as he has any 
real news to tell.” a) aa a 


3 


The sun went down, darkness soon eoliowines ee 
Phil was about to venture out of the car when he aie _ ne 


tween members of the ne ‘Globe staff. 
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; “Da eV was there on the ground waiting for him. 

“I know where your party went,” whispered the office 

b , excitedly, “T trailed him right down to his dais 

Sa e.? 

E Be Where?” throbbed Phil. 

ep at the end of a gully, about two miles from here.” 

Pi ‘What kind of a place?” 

| “Tes what’s left of an old saw-mill,” Dave contin’ 

“Can you lead me there now?” 

; _ “Straight as a string—if you can stand the trip. Say, 

you look kinder used up,” Dave finished, anxiously. 

Phil smiled ruefully. 

p “Ie Pm not used up, Dave, it’s not the fault of the 

enemy. 

_ “But must you go to-night?” persisted the office boy; 

| hit mself as fresh and bright as a new dollar. “It’s a ronar 

road, Mr. Winston, and you look at the end of your rope.” 

é «Pm going, just the same,” gritted Phil. “I can’t sleep 

gain until I’ve seen this thing through.” _ 

© So Dave led the way along one of the two roads that 

w ound away from the depot. 

: ‘They did not talk much, and even when they did speak 

it was in whispers. 

_ They left the road soon, Dave leading the way through 
é a forest. 

BY To our hero’s surprise, his foot behaved better as they 

progressed, though his head was meanly light. 

ss ‘Then they reached the gully. 

; “Less than half a mile to go now,” whispered iDive: as 

1 ley turned in between what had been the two banks of a 

ree m in days gone by. 

Ee it was pitch dark in here, for the trees grew heavily 

/ lo png either bank, and the boughs interlaced overhead. 

_M¢ ‘eover, the footing underneath was decidedly stony 
ey places. 

‘Less’ n a quarter of a mile now,” Dave whispered, en- 

uragingly. 

Be Ged it ain’t oe mile,” sighed Phil. 

de is grumbling some.’ 

a But they plodded on, until—— 

‘Flash! Bang! 

A shotgun roared out from a clump of bushes hardly: 

e than arm’s-length away. 


ee 


“My bad 


sr round. 
Whump! Ere Phil could turn a heavy blow from be- 
: ind ee eeied him flat and unknowing on the epee. 
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CHAPTER IX. 


_ A DISCOVERY GREATER THAN A BATILE WON. 
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“Yas, that’s the boy!” 
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Fre red A Carll sO, announced in a voice expressive of the |. 


Phil came 46 just in time to hear the worde 

But the young reporter felt too ill and weak to take 
much interest in anything just then. 

“How on earth did he get way up here?” siowiell Car- 
roll. “I thought I had finished him in town. But, by 
Jove, I can make sure of it now.” 

More reason, this, as Dave dully thought, for concealing 
the fact that his consciousness had come back to him. 

“He must have nine lives,” snickered another voice that 
Phil well remembered. “It was only by a fluke that I did- 

n’t get him in town with a bullet this morning.” 

Flare! Phil knew that a match had been lighted, - 
was being held close to his face. 

He closed his eyes the neck’ hsb i: to betray no 
sign of life. 

“Ouch!” 

A drop of red-hot sealing wax had been dropped on his 
kin. 

The boy could not keep back the ery that this scorch- 
ing brought to his lips. 

“Playing possum again!” ees Carnalli, 
to his feet, Jim.” 

Dave opened his eyes in in to find the face of the 
fellow who had shot at him in town close to his own face. 

And now, for the first time our hero realized that his 
own hands were tied tightly behind his back. 

“Glad to see you, son!” hailed Carroll, amalias’ 

But Phil did not answer. | 

His mind was busy with taking in his surroundings. - 


“Yank him 


The place in which he found himself looked like a long- | 


unused room in a mill. 

The windows were four in number, but heavily boarded 
on the inside. 

There was absolutely nothing in the way of furniture or 
fixtures in the room. 

There were two lanterns on the floor. 

Carroll and Jim were there, and two dark-faced men 
who looked like Italians. Pee ie 

“Thugs, all of *em!” throbbed the boy. “Sure, I’m in 
a nice place, with a fine crowd. And poor Dave! What 
of him?” 

“You remember the warning I gave you in town, don’ 
you, boy?” leered perch 
you didn’t join me.’ 

“Well, I’ve joined you, haven’t I?” Phil tedandad 


“With a scream of agony, Dave Bliss went down to the | grimly. 


“A little too late for your own safety, though.” 

But Phil faced his enemy unflinchingly. 
| “TF it’s all up with,me,” he resolved, “I won’t help mat- 
ters any by showing cold feet. There’ll be some satisfac- 
tion in dying game, if that’s all that’s left: for me.” 

Carroll suddenly chuckled as if in high good humor. | 

“Jim,” he ordered, turning to his henchman, being in 
the other guest.” 

With a nod Jim n picked mp one of the lanterns and. left 
ae room. | 
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ny was soon back, “pushing before him an old man at outs a criminal could have thought it out. --Young m 1 


haiaké of whom Phil Winston could not repress a shout of 
— exultation. 

He had at last found Bertram Prentiss! 

The railway president, whose hands also were bound, 
seemed to have aged twenty years in a little more than 
that number of hours, 

“Uncle,” announeed Carroll, sneeringly, “this ican 
ing young gentleman is Mr. Philip Winston, of “The 
Globe.’ Ever since you disappeared he has been untiring 
in his efforts to find you. I mppare, after the fashion of 
reporters, he wants to interview you.” 

“A reporter?” queried Mr, Prentiss, looking our hero 
sharply over. “Nonsense! He’s only a boy. Fred, this 
is another lie of yours.” 

“Your nephew is quite right, sir,” Phil broke in, “J am 
' a ‘Globe’. reporter. Yesterday afternoon I was down to 
report the meeting of your railway’s board of directors, 
When I heard of your disappearance I remembered a look 
of hate that I had seen your nephew give you down at your 
office. I put two and two together, and so the whole 
‘Globe’ staff was put on the trail of Mr. Frederick Car- 
roll.” 3 

That young scoundrel gave a start of disagreeable sur- 
prise. 

“Your nephew, Mr. Prentiss, is bound to be run down. 
The ‘Globe’ staff is engaged in running him to cover now, 
and if necessary all the other newspaper staffs in the coun- 
try will get busy, and hundreds of detectives will be call- 
ed in. When a newspaper once furnishes the clew, a crim- 
inal’s career is a short one.” 
 “Entertaining—quite so,” sneered Carroll, “But I 
want to be quite fair to all sides. Uncle, you’ve got the 
latest news about your certain rescue. But this boy re- 


porter hasn’t got what he was after—an interview with] 


you.” 


“But first tell me about my daughter—Beth!” implored 
the old man, tremulously. “What about her? She is—” 
“Safe!” clicked Phil, “Absolutely so.” 

“You can assure me of that?” cried Mr. Prentiss, 
tremulously. 

“T give you my word of honor, sir, that Miss Beth 
Prentiss is safe in a place where your nephew can never 
find her, and where she will be protected.” 

At this Carroll bit his lips, and looked as if he meant 
to interfere. But he thought the better of it: 

Will you tell me, sir,” begged Phil, “just why your 
nephew has committed such a crime as he has done in your 
case?” 

“Greed of money—the greatest cause of crime,” 
ed the old man sadly. Sasi 

“How did he expect to get it by making a prisoner of 
you?” 

“Through my daughter.” 

“How?” 
oat was a enone pan,” throbbed the old man, 


answer- 
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“Winston is my name, sir.” 

“Winston, my nephew places my wealth at tweak mi 
lions of dollars. He may be wide of the mark, but tha i 
not for me to say. 

“But to go back to yesterday. He made an ane 1 
ment to meet me outside of my offices. He told me th a 
he was in great trouble, and that a word from me oe 
bank’s president would save him. 1 

“Winston, I was an idiot enough to believe, and T me 
my nephew. He got me to gf . 
thing that happened was {bj 
cloth under my nostrils, 
ed, be 

“ After that I found myself coming back to life, but in 
a closed automobile that was traveling fast, This morning! 
some time we arrived here. 

“Late this afternoon my nephew arrived. Then he un- 
folded his plan tome. I must write a note:to my daughter 


a 
me 






that would: compel her to marry this criminal nephew of 


mine. I must also agree that, when he brought my daugh- 


ter and a marriage certificate to me, that I would settle 


upon him the sum of ten million dollars. If I refused Iv 
was to be murdered, and my daughter to be followed and 
hounded to her death. There, Winston, you have the | 
whole plan.” 

“And quite worthy of the scoundrel who jane itm 
uttered Phil, contemptuously, “But it won’t go throug 
Mr. Prentiss. Search ag he may, Carroll will never fin 
your daughter, She’s past his power. of search.” 

“So, then, my dear nephew,” mocked the railway presi $ 
dent, turning upon the wretch, “you see that I have x 
the slightest reason for giving in to any of your demands. 
“Not even to save your own life?” questioned Cary 
sternly. - NES 

“My life? Bosh! You are too cowardly, Fred, to ‘have 
me murdered when you can profit nothing by it.* 

“I might make such seemingly determined efforts to: 
avenge your murder, uncle, by trying to run down and con- 
vict the murderers, that Beth would marry me out of shee ; 
gratitude.” | 

Mr. Prentiss paled at the cold-blooded threat, but Win- 
ston broke in decisively : ‘i 

“Your daughter, Mr. Prentiss, won’t be deceived. She "al 
in possession of all the information that the ‘Globe’ met 
have about this scoundrel.” oa 

“Stop that brat’s talking!” commanded Carroll, wrath 
fully, turning to Jim. > 

“T’m through talking now,” Phil rejoined, coolly. | 

“Fred,” appealed the old man, in a strong, brave voice, 
as he turned to his nephew, “since all your success in this 
wild, foolish, criminal enterprise depends upon my aid: ins : 
you, won’t you take my word for it that I’d die sooner thi a 





























nator ots, of mia. bye re ee , aoe 


=A of 
s we sap a 2 he 
aid re. 


ae See rie le ae pt 


me 


a a ae ee Oe OT aye 
<8) Coe ’ 


Pa ae! a 









| fees you, uncle, or J wind ty a bad hacinoe: by | 
ki ling you.” 

_iing me? Pooh! You-will not do that when you 
in gain nothing by it, You are too great a coward to 
ke ‘life, unless you’re cornered.” 

- «3im, ”? commanded the sacl “bring that long coil 
ecve.” 

«“ “Sure,” Srainad the fellow, and once more Cieagherey 
ith the lantern, 

‘is “But he was back within five seconds, so it seemed. 

_ “Climb up and make one end fast over the rafter,” was 
Carroll’ next order. 


In the work that followed the two Italians, as silent ag 
ever, gave their help. 

_ The-rafter was a dozen feet or so from the floor. 
E From this the rope swung. 

_ At a whispered word from Fred one of the Italians dis- 
appeare returning with a barrel. 


_ “Now, let our guests imagine what we intend for their 
entertainment, ” laughed Fred Carroll, as Jim began to tie 
a noose in one end of the rope. 

Phil glanced at the railway president, ‘who looked back 
at him. . 
bs Unalterable grit was written alike in the faces of the 
ours boy and of the old man. 

Yet both half hoped that this preparation so dramati- 
‘cally carried on was but a bit of clever “bluff.” 
Ff “Up with the kid!” Carroll ordered, carelessly. 
_ One of the Italians lifted our hero to a stand on the 
> of the barrel. 
: Nothing was to be gained by jumping down again, 
; ich would only result in his feet being tied before he 
yas placed up there again, so Phil stood as he was placed. 


Then Jim climbed to the barrel-top beside him. , 
ugg! The noose was dropped swiftly about the boy’s 


k, the two Italians holding the other end of the rope. 
tight then Phil Winston realized that this was not mere 

















PI Raven « as the Tiiaie went on, kicked con- 
Fi poy: in his fearful torment. 


«“T Sak at that swinging wily, uncle,” cntaianucled Fred 
M ‘oll, directing the old man’s fascinated gaze. “You 
ve » taunted me with being afraid to take life. You shall 
y here to-night, and look often at that dangling, lifeless 
dy. you shall realize, eal the truth—that I am 
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CHAPTER X. 
THE FLOP OF FATE, 

“Cut that unfortunate young man down!” i 
Prentiss. 
- “Not until you give in, my good inlay? 

“You infamous scoundrel!” 

“Hard words win no battles here, uncle,” sneered the 
nephew. 

“Cut him down, I say.” 

“Do you accede to all my terms, then?” demanded Car- 
roll, swiftly. 

Old Bertram Prentiss hesitated. 

He knew that Phil Winston had risked his own life to 
save him. | | 

Nor was Prentiss the kind of man to go back on those 
who had come to grief on his behalf. 

He hesitated, then brightened a bit. 


implore Mr. 


“Cut the young man down for a few moments, Fred, and 


then we will discuss terms.” 
_ “There are none to discuss,” retorted the sepia stern- 
ly. “Agree to all, or your young friend goes on swinging.” 
“Yet even now, Fred, it may be. wholly too late to cut 
him down.” 
“That’s your chance, uncle. 


the danger that it will be too late. See! The young re- 


porter is not moving his legs as much as he did. He is dy- 


ing fast!” 

“Some money, Carroll, but leave the girl out of the 
terms!” 

“Beth and the millions must go together! Speak quick, 
uncle, if — want to save that reporter’s life.” 

OOP ed 

President Prentiss’s speech was cut short by the sharp 
erack of a firearm. 


very second increases. 


Thud! Phil’s body had fallen to the floor, the rope 


severed by a bullet. 

Crack! Crash! One light was out. A third report, and 
the glass of the second lantern scattered over the floor, the 
flame flickering out. 


“A trap!” screamed Carroll, showing the white feather 


once. more in this terrifying crisis. 

He himself led the flight to the only door of the room. 

Jim and the two Italians, in a panic, were close at his 
heels. ! 

“Whoever our rescuers are, I beg them to come quick- 
ly,” shrieked Mr. Prentiss. “I am tied, and cannot go to 
Winston’s aid. He is strangling to death!” 

An instant’s delay. Then in the darkness the gcurry- 
ing of a single pair of feet was heard on the floor. 

Scratch! flare! In the dim ring of light made by that 
solitary match the old man saw a young boy’s white face. 


That youngster located Phil’s inanimate body, and rush, 


ed toward it. 
In the darknes Prentiss heard soft but frantic work, as 
this sole rescuer cut away the noose from Phil’s hands and 


_ | from the eTenORAY wrists. 
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| “Have you fal him wholly: ?” cried Mr. Prentiss. 
| . ©Yep,” came somewhat quaveringly from the boy. 
“Then free my hands, that I may help in ae Win- 
ston: of 
In the dark the cords over the railway ireiidun ve wrists 
were very cleanly cut away.. 
“Now we must do everything possible to bring: Winston 
back to life,” quavered Mr. Prentiss. “Help me, please. 


_ You shall be well rewarded.” 


a 
& 


“Hang the reward!” came the retort, in a voice of shrill 
contempt. “But I’d better guard this door for all our 
lives.” | 

“Give me your match-box, then.” 

That was passed to the railway man in the dark. 

By the aid of a little light Mr, Prentiss made an exam- 
ination of Phil’s condition. 

- “There seems to be a bit of life left, * murmured the 
old man. 

Then he pated at inducing artificial respiration. 

He worked with such good effect, too, that soon a long, 
culping sigh came from between the reporter’s lips. 

“How you getting on, mister?” asked the “= from the 
doorway. 

“Famously! aplendiain? came the eager answer. 

“Keep the good work going, then,” came the cool re- 
sponse. | 

Soon Phil was able to speak. 

“What has happened? Why is it so dark?” he mur- 
mured faintly. 

_ “We've been Lea lad!” thrilled the railway presi- 
dent. | 
“Then why are there—no lights?” 

“They? ve been shot out.” 

“Who rescued us?” 

“Guess, Mr. Winston,” came the boy’s dry voice from 
the doorway. 

“Dave Bliss?” thrilled Phil. 

0. K. Ring off until your line’s working better.” 

- Uttering a sudden cry, Bertram Prentiss lighted another 
match, holding the flame close to his fingers. 

“Blood?” he shuddered. “Where did that come from?” 

“The wound in my neck must have been opened by the 
rope,” hinted Phil, coolly. 

“Wound?” 

aa just a little knife tickle that I got in town ¢ on this 
case,’ 

“Let me see,” pleaded the railway president, striking 
another match, and holding it between a trembling thumb 
and finger. 


( 


He gave a gasp as he saw the wound, now looking more 
ugly than ever on account of the inflamed ieee around 
the wound. 

“My lad, you’ve got to have this attended to at once,” 


_ quivered Mr. Prentiss. 


“N earest doctor ten miles off,” said Phil 
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a least we can get out of doors. | The ste a 
give us some chance to see what we’re doing.” | 
“Come on, then,” whispered Dave. “Ill go fin ; 
this pisto] ready. You two keep close. There 1 ma 1ay 
trouble ahead.” a 
Prentiss helped the young reporter to rise. They 
slowly, but so did the office boy ahead. | 
Through a short hallway they went, then comin 
steps that led down to the ground. i a 
“This way,” whispered Dave. “I know the lay of 
land.” » re a 
Young Bliss led Die way toa clamp of bushes tm ant 
the trees some two hundred yards away. oe 
As he went, Dave hobbled badly. 225 4h 
But .no one spoke. All were wondering how. ted ay 
Carroll and his wretches were. | i 
At last they crawled into the bushes, then fisted af 
moments. 
“All safe, I guess,” said Dave. “But rl watch, 1 
you, mister, see what ails Mr. Winston’s wound.” 
“But you, Dave? You're limping badly.” a 
“Oh, I’ve got a little right to,” said the office boy, i ind if 
ferently. “When those chaps opened fire on us with th @ 
shotgun, I got a charge in the left leg. The shot is under . 
the skin yet, I guess, but I stopped most of the flow 0! 4 
blood.” ig 
“Attend to Dave now, please,” begged Phil. ‘¥ 4 
“Don’t you listen, mister,” begged the office a 
“T shan’t,” smiled Mr. Prentiss, warmly. “Your woun 
Winston, is the more dangerous.” . 4 
The sticking plaster was still there, however. With # 
aid of water that Dave brought it was soaked off, thea 
applied, and bound with Mr. Prentiss’s handkerchief. * 
Then, while Phil stood up, gripping the pistol t h 
young Bliss turned over to him, the rajlaey magne ¢ 
amined the office boy’s leg. 
- There was but little bleeding, though. The shot I na 
passed well under the skin, showing only raised pur ph 
blotches, 
“T can’t do anything. It needs a Ree, at the fi fi: rs 
moment,” advised Mr. Prentiss. 4 
“And now let us think what we’re going do,” urge 
Phil. Reine ae 
“Get to the Covenden railway station, if we can,” Ug 
Mr. Prentiss. 
“And face four armed enemies?” inquired our hero, 
“They would not dare molest us there.” ye 
“Wouldn’t they, though?” demanded our hero. ‘la 
just where they'll make for. Nor do we know how many 


va 































oe 


only one man at Covenden whom we could count on | our 
side, and only one at Malton. The station agent is the 
only man at either place. Mr. Prentiss, I’m afraid ‘tha it 
when we strike a railway station we run into the ener 1. 
In my belief, that’s where neal hike for, in order co head 
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i ie oe cen? = nodded. the old man, thoughtfully. 


y ‘box ai throbbed Phil, suddenly. 


* ack i in the mill. I tinea go back after it.” 
“Not on your life!” Dave objected. “You’ve got ‘the 


pis tol. Stay here on guard, and I’ll go back.” 


Mr. ‘Prentiss. © 
F “Dave Bliss, night office boy on the ‘Globe.’ ” 

.L wonder if I could have such a youngster a as that for 
ey 7 own private office?” hinted Mr. Prentiss. } 
“You couldn’t,”” Phil smiled. “You couldn’t get any- 
Hedy away from a good newspaper office. The newspaper 
li e is one that no one in it wants to quit.” es 
i‘ ‘Here it is, ” whispered Dave, showing up again, with 
the bag tightly held. 

: <W hat’s the plan, then?” asked Mr. Prentiss, who seem- 
to turn instinctively to our hero. 

/Well, sir, in some way, we’ve got to get a few miles 
) dc own the line. We want to keep away from the railway 
rack for a few miles. 
line we can reach the track, well between stations. Then 
I can climb a telegraph pole, get this box relay tackled 
1, and send a message for help.” . 


CHAPTER XI. 


~~ 


Too LATE! 

“) “Well, hang it, we’re here!” uttered’Dave. “It’s rain- 

ting, too.” 

-# “I'm glad it wasn’t many miles further to go,” smiled 

Phil Winston. 

th boys were grit to the core, , though they had suffer- 

ments on that march of peril. 

ice in the night, for it was now just barely daylight, 

had encountered Italians armed with shotguns. 

ther of these were of the pair that had been at the 

i ll with Carroll, which showed that plotting scoundrel 

1 jore help in these wild mountains than his hunted 

is knew. ; 

» Italians had been encountered, separately, in cross- 

fo roads, one of which led to the Covenden depot, and 

er to the Malton station. 

b ad been passed in safety, by making a wide cir- 

round them. 

: the encounters showed that Carroll was still hope- 

| fprehing this wild country for the victims who 

ed him, 

ns re not out of teouble until’ we have-a squad of 

hi il observed, as they now crawled into a clump, of 
az the track, 
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s Carroll's hidden here we can be safe for a few hours. 


2 Who i is that rere bright sovmenien” whispered | 


Perhaps seven or eight miles down | 
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“If we keep 
In that om 


“The city itself,” advised Phil, quickly. — 


itt plenty of good, atuniech railway police, who'll ban . 
you out along the track. And now, sir, I’m going to get up 
that pole, somehow, and get the box relay rigged on.” 

“Can you possibly climb, with that ankle?” queried Mr. 
Prentiss, anxiously. “Besides, it’s raining torrents.” - 

“T don’t need the ankle. I can use my arms; they’re_ 
strong,” Phil preOrR es cheerfully. “The si won’t hurt | 
me. 93 

“Better start soon, 1, hadn’t you: "if etd Dave. 

“That’s what I’m going to do. Every minute of delay is 
a chance that Carroll’s crew will be around to spot me up 
on the pole.” 

“Let ’em spot, if I’m near enough,” dared Dave, with a 
slight swelling of his chest. > 
' He had long ago reloaded his revolver. 

The office boy had also accounted for his possession of 
the weapon and his excellent marksmanship. 

Before getting his berth in the “Globe” office, young 
Bliss had worked for more than a year in a target gallery. 

There he had picked up the fine art of shooting. 

Though he did not carry a revolver, Dave had kept one 
of his best at the “Globe” office. 

| When he first started out with our hero the office Mes 
had silently dropped that weapon into his pocket. 

Phil opened the grip with trembling hands. 

“Lie low in these bushes.. Don’t pay any attention to 
me, even if I’m discovered,” whispered Phil, as he passed 
the strap of the box relay around his neck. “Remember 
that the one important thing now is to get Mr. Prentiss 
safely back to his office at the terminal station of the Great 
Gaul & Western Railway. It doesn’t make any difference 
whether I’m caught, shot, or what.” 

Dave said nothing, but grunted. 

Just twenty minutes later, trembling sadly from the 
strain of climbing in his weakened condition, Phil Winston 
sat astride of one of the’ crosspieces of the telegraph pole. 

T'wo wires from the box he carefully fastened to one of 
the wires that connected this lonely place in the woods 
with the great world. \ 

Click! click! he tried, with one finger on the key of his 
instrument. 

Click! clicketty- Lagakatn aime came back the 
note of inquiry from somewhere on the wire. 

“None of the country operators are in their offices at 
this hour in the morning,” mused Phil. 

_ “Who’ve I got?” he flashed back over the wire. 

“Main Office, Western Union Company, city,” came the 
answer. | 

etry to call someone at the Great Gaul main offices,” ) 
flashed Phil. 

“Who are you?” came the sharp query. | 
“Winston, with a licensed box ley up i in ae ‘moun: 
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“Hold on where you are. I’ll try the Gaul.” 

Some minutes of anxious waiting followed. peers 

“No answer from the Gaul.” 

_ Phil whispered the information down to Mr. Prentiss, 
who leaned against the pole. 

“Of course not,” sighed the old president. “I didn’t 
look for such luck. Not even the train despatcher is due 
for-an hour.” 

“Wait a moment,” whispered Phil, softly. 

He clicked the key once more, to this effect : 

_ “Main office, try with all your might to get me on to a 
live wire into the ‘Globe’ office!” 

Ah! Something doing, now! | | 
- “Qlobel” came the quick answer. ‘“Who’s calling?” 

“Winston,” flashed back the anwer. “Who’s in charge?” 

“Haton.” 

“Call him.” 
~ “Hello, Winston!” 

“Mr, Haton?” 

“Yes. Where are you? 

“Up in the mountains, two or three miles your side of 
Malton. Found Prentiss, and have him here with me.’ 

“Good! Rush story!” ~* 

“Hold on, Mr. Eaton. We're in the woods, being hunt- 
ed for our lives by Carroll’s crew!”? Phil flashed back 
anxiouly. 

“Then send story 

“Stop, Eaton,” Phil broke in, firmly, with his finger on 
the key. “Don’t ns orders. Take ’em!” 

_ “What's that 

“Stand by to take my orders—the only orders that can 
save us or the story!” 

Then, with a hard BLIAOR of the wrist, Phil ‘ae out 
the signature : | 

“Winston, the man on the spot!” 

“That ought to settle even a ony editor,” quivered the 
young reporter. 

Plainly it did, too, for Me answer came back: 

“Send away. Eaton!” 

Gritting his teeth tightly together, Phil sent this mes- 
sage with a hand that shook: 

. “Rouse Great Gaul people, no matter what trouble. Tell 
’em to get out special express, to start at once, with every- 
thing else ordered off the road ahead of it. Tell ’em to 
send at least a dozen good armed men and one surgeon. 
Tell *em to run train through to Malton, and then send 


39 








armed men and surgeon back east along track. Tell ’ em! sae 
small package wrapped in newspaper in the other. a 


we'll signal relief party when it arrives. Rush whole busi- 
ness. Make Great Gaul people do same thing! That’s 
Prentiss’s orders! . | 
(Signed) “Prentiss, Man-on-the-spot.” 
“Hold on for reply,” came the city editor’s message, 
clicked out on the sounder in the box at Phil’s side. 


Then time dragged. That couldn’t be helped. It vavlis 
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side to the other. 
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iraordinary operation. a 
“Twenty minutes gone now,” called up Mr. Pre 
cautiously. | 2 
“Humph! If you’d ever seen a great newspaper 
hump on itself when a sensation breaks loose, sod th 
mental picture of the way things are ~— in tow ve 
? muttered Phil. 
“When—what——?” queried the railway pre 


looking puzzled. 


“If that sounds queer I can’t help it. It’s the li 
the newspaper office. When news is coming faster tha 
can be handled, and when a new thing is happening ey 
minute, then they say that something is doing for fain” 

Click! Click! “J 

“Now,” breathed Phil, ready with pencil aad pape. 

Back.from town came the message: i 

“Great Gaul starts train, as ordered, within fifteen nin 
utes. Runs on two hour and forty minute schedule. | t 
stop Malton. Armed men and surgeon as desired. ‘Tele e- 
phoned Miss Prentiss. She insists on going, too, and wi vill 
be on train. Keep up your courage and look out for a 
selves until relief arrives—Eaton, City Editor. ej i 
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To this Phil flashed back: Oe i 
“Bully! Thanks! Expect great ‘heat? for ‘Globe, | ay 
Then, after detaching his connecting wires, Winsto: j 
slid down to the ground, exultantly reading the news - 8 te 
his friends. 
Back into the sates they crept, hiding and talking 0 onl 
in the softest whispers. uy a 
Mr. Prentiss, his watch in hand, calculated when # th 
train would start. ; 
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“It must be leaving the main terminal now,” he 1 mu 
mured, at last. “The fifteen minutes are up, and my F pe 
ple won’t lose any seconds on a job like this.” Us 

Mr. Prentiss frequently held up his ne so that 4 
others could see the flight of time. = 

When it seemed as though weeks, instead of hows ha al 
passed, Mr. Prentiss suddenly straightened up. a 

“The train isn’t more than a few miles the other s sid 
of Delby, just below here. In fifteen minutes, anyway, w 
ought to see our train go whizzing past!” “ _ 

“Sh-sh!” whispered Phil, his finger on his lips. a 

Steps sounded on the railway road-bed just ater the nm. 

Then the tramper came into sight. ag 


He was an Italian, with revolver in one hand aid 


As the fellow stole along, he looked furtively from ¢ 01 me 


As the three in the bushes watched, betty 
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ig So sale He’ s iowa up the track—the express 
: oo. gasped horrified Phil. 


re ike a flash he turned and snatched the revolver from 


* Le Phil fired, praying aloud, almost, for. the suc- 
C 28s sof his shot. 

"Down went the miscreant, drilled through the leg. 

| “Put your hands up! Don’t try to use your gun, or I’ll 
ai you!” roared the maddened young reporter, darting 
at swith Dave’s weapon leveled. 

‘Finding himself so well covered, the Italian dropped his 
revolver at his side. 

~ BTon cover him, Dave,”. ordered Phil, as his two com- 
anions moved up to him. “Kill the fellow if he tries to 
esist. Tie and gag him. Get his revolver, too, and then 
et back out of sight. Me for the top of the pole to catch 
the express at Delby!” 

3 fet Phil Winston fairly ahedsiti with anguish at the 
e it took him, in his wounded, weakened condition, to 
ke the second ascent of the telegraph pole in that driv- 
ing downpour of rain. 

a Tust as he reached the crosspiece, our hero, in a down- 
award glance, saw the Italian, bound and gagged, lying by 
the bide of the track, while Dave and the railway magnate 
srouched again in the bushes. 

With fingers that trembled badly the young reporter 
Sot his box relay wires hooked on to one of the main wires. 
: eT hen his first two fingers steadied as they touched the 


_ 


: key. 

: “Debby! Delby! Quick!” he signaled, wildly. 
| An age of awful suspense seemed to pass. Then: 
i Click! click! came the answer from Delby. 

Phils heart bounded with joy. 

<2 old the express—track wrecked!” he flashed. 

: “Too late—train passed a minute ago!” came the re- 
jonse, in clicks that sounded tremulous. 

‘The young reporter almost toppled from his perch. 

His fight for life had been useless! - 

“What is it, Winston? In heaven’s name—what?” call- 
d Mr. Prentiss quaveringly. 

Choking back the sobs, Phil repeated the news from 
Delby. 


: entiss, rushing from concealment. “The half-mile be-| 
y here’s all down-grade! A flying express couldn’t stop 
it tried. Merciful heaven—and Beth on that train!” 
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PONGLERION. 


Mees 


ee felt as at he must fall off his high perch with the 
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mi ne | THE GREAT GAUL “BEAT? ” 


eel 


Almost shusbane at that sound from the sounder, Phil. 


Timnided his fingers to the key. 

“Who’s that?” he signaled wildly. 

“Chambers, of the Herald. I can stop train. Will do 
it. Stay where you are for message.” 

Delirious, almost, with new hope, Phil called down the 
message to his friends. | 
_ Then, after minutes that seemed like ages— 

Toot! 'T'oo-00-00-o0t! | 

Another minute, then a click from the sounder. 

“Flagged train and stopped it. Train will come forward 
slowly—me, too!—Chambers, Herald.” 

Then, indeed, Phil Winston made fast time to the 
ground, after joyfully calling down the news. 

There was still danger that Carroll and his crew might 
show up ahead of the coming of the now slow train. _ 

But at last the train came slowly creeping into sight. 

Then, catching sight of the three fugitives, standing 
close beside the twisted rails, the train came to a stop. 

Fully two-score of men leaped off and came rushing for- _ 
ward—the flower of the railway police and detective force 
of the Great Gaul & Western. mn 

And there among them Phil caught sight of his elated 
rival, Chambers of the Herald.. _ 

“Tough! tough!” muttered the boy. 

“What is?” questioned Mr. Prentiss. 

“Why, after all I’ve done, there’s Chambers of the Her- 
ald. I can’t have that coveted ‘beat’ for the ‘Globe’ now. 
Chambers is here to get the story, too.” 

“T know about that,” smiled Mr. Prentiss, earnestly. 
“We don’t have to talk. I shan’t tell him a word, bee 
ton, unless you ask me to.” 

“How can you refuse, after he flagged the train?” 

“That was an act of common humanity. Besides, our 
road usually pay a reward of a thousand dollars for such 
a performance. Your rival shall have the thousand—but 
not your great news story. Never fear, Winston! You 
have the whole right of way in everything to-day!” 

“Hullo, old fellow! What has happened?” asked the 
beaming Chambers, running up. 

“How did you come to be in this part of the country, 
and with a box relay, too?” Phil asked, quickly. 


“Oh, that was easy enough,” grinned Chambers. “I 


| | was down at the Great Gaul terminal yesterday. Saw you 
“We can’t stop the train then!” shrieked President start off on the noon train. 


Telephoned my office I sus- 
| pected you had got away on the Prentiss case. So I got 
orders to follow on the three o’clock train: I got up in 
this part of the world last night, but didn’t have any lick 
|in trailing you. So, this forenoon, I got my box relay 
hitched to a wire to see if I could spot any message of 


yours.” 


“Did you hear my call for help?” Phil queried. 

“No; that must have gone in before I got on the wire. 
But say, I wish you’d introduce me to Miss Prentiss. I’ve 
been trying to get her to talk, and she says she won't open 


Jher. can until ete hears from oe a 
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THE GREAT 


«Good 1 ginl? itnerval Phil, Patient | 

“Introduce me to Prentiss, too,” begged Chambers, gaz- 
ing after the railway president, who had run forward to 
meet his daughter. 

“We'll see, when Mr. Prentiss gets some time,” smiled 
Phily, warily. 

“See here,” cried Chambers anxiously, “you are not 
going to try to freeze me out on any part of this story, are 
yout 29 
. “Now, suppose I should, old fellow,” Phil replied, gen- 

tly. “You'll understand that I’m serving my own paper. 
I’m not trying to hurt you, but I’m trying to get a big beat 
for my own paper. You'd do the same, if the case was 
reversed.” 

That set Chambers to Ehigieing He was still ihiaine 
when the train, with the whole party aboard, backed down 
into Delby. 

There a halt was made. Phil wired the “Globe” to 
expect a great story when he reached town. 

To Dave’s great delight, there was a buffet attachment 
_ to the president’s pavate car, which was a part of the 
train. 

In addition to that there were two day coaches and a 
baggage car. 

Phil, in the ieaadins had caachad Beth’s side. 

“Oh, Mr. Winston!” she faltered. 

The tears came swiftly to her eyes, but she held out her 
hand, grasping our hero’s in a way that told the story of 
her feelings. 

A wait of four hours and more was made on the side 
track at Delby. 

During the wait the baba police and detectives swarm- 
ed the country. Carroll was caught and brought in hand- 
cuffed. . Jim was rounded up with him, as were two of 
the Italians. Three more, in all, besides the one whom 
the young reporter had shot, were found and brought in. 

Carroll and his henchmen were all sentenced, later, to 
long terms. They are still in prison—all except Carroll, 
who watched his chance, and hanged himself one day in 
his cell. 

Even the brute who had been wounded in the lumber 
yard was found at one of the hospitals, and he, too, re- 
ceived his share of the law’s benefits. 

But to return to the president’s train, when it started 
for town. 

In the president’s office on that special car were seated 
Mr. Prentiss, Beth, our hero, and Dave. 

‘Outside was Chambers, of the Herald, wildly anxious, 
as was natural. | 

Inside the traveling office the whole story was gone 
over. Father and daughter went carefully over the points 
of the great story. 

By the time that the train pulled in at the ania sta- 
tion Phil, fagged though he was, and all but ready to drop, 

took a carriage at the station, and drove cinectty to the 
F “Globe” oye | 
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ant, Danish forward aut} gripping the ebay yy th 
“You-——" : ae 

“Didn’t fall down on my first big story, aid I = 
smiled back. on 
There was no more writing for our hero : aa 
With his friend he was perched ate a i in a bi ig 
all by themselves. a 
Here one short-hand reporter after anatliee | st oH 
To them Phil gave all the material, sie 
tened away in turn to write up. & d 
Then, with the whole great story covered, our hero 
through and ready for rest. a 
“You'll come to our home,” begged Mr. Prentiss, 
ly. “I can’t let you out of my sight, Winston, until y you Te. 
in as good shape as you were before you started on m 
trail.” a a 
While all of the other papers had parts of the Pre: A tise 
story the following morning, the “Globe” was the ly 
sheet that contained the whole wonderful story of the 
duction and rescue of the president of the Great Ga & 
Western Railway. 4 
It was a big “beat,” pure and simple, for Phil Win 
and it made his name in journalism. | 
He is still on the “Globe,” being day city edit 
present, in place of Crosby, who has gone on to Wasi ng- 
ton as correspondent. But Phil won’t leave » newspap per r 
work, and is slated to go higher. a 
He could leave, too, and go into railroad rere fo 
has an excellent “pull” with the Great Gaul & Wes 
through being the son-in-law of that road’s presider % 
Mr. Prentiss, through returning in season to pull” ah 
railroad out of its financial “squeeze,” feels that hé 0 
about everything to Phil. | a 
Dave took his “step” right after the beat, by] pecc 
a “kid” reporter. He is more than that now, and! 
to be an editor soon. a 
THE END. a 
“OUT FOR GOLD; OR, THE BOY WHO K} 
THE DIFFERENCE,” is the title of Tom Dawson's & 
did story that will be published complete in No. i 
“The Wide Awake Weekly,” out next week. It jsut i 
an ordinary story, either, but one of the kind that 
the reader wide awake until he has reached the ve 7 
line. It’s a story so much out of the usual that = 1 
long remembered by all our readers. 4 
4 (5 
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Pages of Reading Matter 


sal a g opportunities. 


ny s jlete with exciting adventures. 


A Li icky Deal; or, The Cutest Boy in Wall Street. 
gorn to Good ‘Luck; or, The Boy Who Succeeded. 

A Corner in Corn; or, How a Chicago Boy Did the Trick 
A fame of Chance; or, The Boy Who Won Out. 
to] ‘Beat; or, The Cleverest Boy in Wall Street. 
pading a Railroad; or, The Young Contractors of Lake- 


T ae of Fortune; or, The Record of a Self-Made 
INip p and Tuck; or, The Young Brokers of Wall Street. 

4 eee pper - Harvest; or, The Boys WhoWorked a Deserted 
bi i fine, 

L Lucky Penny; or, The Fortunes of a Boston Boy. 

D: iamond in the Rough; or, A Brave Boys Start in Life. 

z the Bears; or, The Nerviest Boy in Wall Street. 
[Gola Brick; or, The Boy Who Could Not be Downed. 
rs reak of Luck; or, The Boy Who Feathered His Nest 
A Gc ood. Thing; or, The Boy Who Made a Fortune. 

‘King - of the Market; or, The Youngest Trader in Wall 
ae Street. 

crit; or, One Boy in a Thousand. 

A Rise in Life: or, The Career of a Factory Boy. 
A “a of amon or, A Bright Boy in Wall Street. 
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- STORIES OF BOYS WHO MAKE MONEY 


| By A SELF.MADE MAN 


: Handsome Colored Covers 








PRICK 5 CENTS A COPY 


Weekly contains interesting stories of smart od who win fame and fortune by their ability to take advantage of 
: Some of these stories are founded on true incidents in the lives-of our most successful self-made 
en, and show how a boy of pluck, perseverance and brains can become famous and wealthy. Every one of this series 
ains a good moral tone which makes “Fame and Fortune Weekly” a magazine for the home, although each number 
The stories are ihe very best obtainable, the illustrations are by expert artists, and 
effort. is constantly being made to make it the best en on the news stands. 


Tell your friends about it. 


ALREADY PUBLISHED. 


21 All to the Good; or, From Call Boy to Manager. 

22 How He Got There; or, The Pluckiest Boy of Them All. 

23 Bound to Win; or, The Boy. Who-Got Rich, 

24 Pushing It Through; or, The Fate of a Lucky Boy. 

25 A Born Speculator; or, the Young Sphinx of Wall Street. 

26 The Way to Success; or, The Boy Who Got There. 

27 Struck Oil; or, The Boy Who Made a Million. 

28 A Golden Risk; ox, The Young Miners of Della Cruz. 

29 A Sure Winner; or, The Boy Who Went Out With a Circus. 

30 Golden Fleece; or, The Boy Brokers of Wall Street. 

31 A Mad Cap Scheme; or, The Boy Treasure Hunters of Co- 
cos Island. 

32 Adrift on the World; or, Working His Way to Fortune. 

33 Playing to Win; or, The Foxiest Boy in Wall Street. 

84 Tatters; or, A Boy from the Slums. : 


385 A Young Monte Cristo; or, The Richest Boy in the World. - 


86 Won by Pluck; or, The Boys Who Ran a Railroad. 

37 Beating the Brokers; or, The Boy Who “Couldn’t be Done.” 
38 A Rolling Stone; or, The Brightest Boy on Record. 

389 Never Say Die; or, The Young Surveyor of Happy Valley. 
40 Almost a Man; or, ee His Way to the Top. 


24 Caion Square, New York. 
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These Books ‘Tell 
mae COMPLETE SET IS A REGULAR ENCYCLOPEDIA! 


You I 





Bach book consists of sixty-f0he pages, printed on good paper, in clear type and neatly bound in an attractive, ite strated of 


Most of the books are also profusely illustrated, and all of the subjects treated upon are explained in such a simple manner tl 
child can thoroughly understand them. Look over the list as classified and see if you want to know anything about: the s 


mentioned. 





THESE BOOKS ARE FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS OR WILL PE SENT BY MAIL TO ANY ADI 
FROM THIS OFFICE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE, TEN CENTS EACH, OR ANY THREE BOOKS FOR TWENT 
CENTS. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Squa: 


MESM ERISM. 
No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE.—Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of mesmerism; also how.to cure all kinds of 


diseases by anna magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof, Leo 


Hugo Koch, A. C. §,, author of “How to Hypnotize,” etc. 


PALMISTRY. 

No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.—Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with 
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology, 
and the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. By 
Leo Hugo Koch, A, C. S. Fully illustrated, 


HYPNOTISM. 

No. 88. HOW TO HYPNOTIZH.—Containing valuable and in- 
structive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also 
explaining the most approved methods which are employed by the 
leading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C 


SPORTING. . 

No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.—The most complete 
hunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in- 
structions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing, 
together with descriptions of game and fish. 

o. 26. HOW TO ROW; ‘SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.—Fully 
illustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat. 
Full instructions are given in this little book, together with in- 
structions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating. 

No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.— 
A complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses 
for business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for 
diseases peculiar to the horse. 

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOHBS.—A handy 
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes 
end the most pepsier manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated. 
By ©. Stansfield Hicks. 


FORTUNE TELLING. 

No. 1. NAPOLEON’S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.— 
Containing the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean- 
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, 
and curious games of cards. A complete. book. 

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—HEverybody dreams, 
from the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book 
gives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky 
and unlucky days, and “Napoleon’s Oraculum,” the book of fate. 

No. 2 W TO TELL FORTUNES.—HBveryone is desirous of 
knowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or 
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little 


book. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. ‘Tell 
the fortune of your friends. 
No. 76. HOW TO THLL FORTUNES BY THH HAND.— 


Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand, 
or the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events 
by aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson. 


ATHLETIC. 

No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving full in- 
struction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, 
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good, 
healthy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can 
become strong and healthy by following the instructions contained 
in this little book. 

No. 10. HOW TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made easy. 
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the diifer- 
ent positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of 
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box 
without an instructor. 

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full 
instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises. 
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. 
A handy and useful book. 

No. 34. HOW TO FENOB.—Containing full instruction for 
fencing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery. 
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best 
positions in fencing. A complete book. 


TRICKS WITH CARDS. 


No. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Containing | bod 


explanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable 
to card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring 
sleight-of-hand ; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of 
specially prepared cards, By Professor Rip enct. Illustrated. 
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No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARD 
bracing all of the latest =e most deceptive card tricks, v 
lustrations. By A. Anderso 
No. 77. HOW TO DO 1 FORTY TRICKS WITH Gd 
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjt 
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully ul lustra 
MAGIC. 2 ae 
No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of ms gic 
card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading cat ti 
of the day, also the most popular magical] illusions as perfo ormet 
our leading magicians; every boy should obtain a copy of this b 
as it will both amuse and instruct. ae 
No, 22. HOW 'TO DO SECOND SIGHT.—Heller’s secor nd sig 
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining he 
the secret dialogues were carried. on between the magician ¢£ 
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. 
authentic explanation of second sight. Se 

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN. — Cone ga 

grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed a q 

public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, ete. 
No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.—Containin j . 

one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with che ic 

By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. 
TN 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND —Conta nin 

fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contai 

ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. 0 
No. 70. HOW TO MAKB MAGIC TOYS —Containing z 

directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kind’ 

A. Anderson. aah illustrated. ee 
No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS... —_show 
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of nuraberay) ’ 

Anderson. Fully illustrated. ong 
No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Con! 

tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, ete, Emb 

thirty-six illustrations. y A. Anderson. 
No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.—Containin rac 

plete description of the mysteries of Magic and. Slei ht of 5 

together with many wonderful experiments, By 


Illustrated. 
MECHANICAL. 
No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR —Bvery 
should know how inventions originated. This book explain st 
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, 
pneumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book publ 
No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER. —Contain n 
instructions how to proceed in order to become a oo f 
gineer; also directions for building a model locomotive4 
with a full description of everything an engineer should kno Ww 
No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL NS TR Ta 
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, Molian Harp, 2 
phone and other musical instruments; together with a bi 
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancien not 
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon §. Fitgger, 
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines. 
No. 59. HOW TO MAKH A MAGIC LANTERN.—Conta 
a description of the lantern, together with its history and inven 
Also full directions for a ee and for painting slides. | 
ae By John Alle ae 
. HOW TO DO. MECHANICAL TRICKS —Sonts a 
aereister ‘instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tri 
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 


LETTER WRITING. ire 
No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS oe most 
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-le 
and when to use’ them, giving ay eae letters for i and 
No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LA THs. —G 
complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subj 
also letters of introduction, notes and requests. oe 
No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTHRS TO GENTLEME: 
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subj 
also giving sample letters for instruction. . 
No. 538. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.—A wondestals 
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your 
mother, sister, brother, employer; ana, in fact, everybody : 
y you wish to write to. Every young man and every y 
lady in the land should have this book. 4 
No. 74. HOW TO WRITH LETTERS CORRECTLY, 
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any § 
also rules for punctuation and composition, with 1 
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ce ane THE STAGE. | 
Hi BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN’S JOKE 


ae No amateur minstrels is complete without 
rful little book. 
. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.— 
ng a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch 
Also end men’s jokes. Just. the thing for home amuse- 
amateur shows. : o 
THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE 
HE} BOOK.—Something new and very instructive. Hvery 
obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or- 
n amateur minstrel troupe. 
MULDOON’S JOKES.—This is one of the most original 
ss ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It 
a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etce., of 
' Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of 
Sie day. Hvery boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should 
a Be CODY eter ) 
4.2. 19. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.—Containing com- 
\, ® instructions how to make up for various characters on the 
: 5 together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter, 
“nc er tend Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager. 
. 80. GUS WILLIAMS’ JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat- 
okes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and 
“% popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome 
‘Ped cover containing a half-tone photo of the author + 


ie HOUSEKEEPING. | 
16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing 
instructions for constructing a window garden either in town 
juntry, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful 
ts at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub- 


| 30. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive books 
| oking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats, 
Fait fame, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of 
La haeton y, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular 


. HOW TO KEEP HOUSH.—It contains information for 
body, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach you how to 
‘almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments, 
ts, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds. 


—_— ELECTRICAL. ig ee 3 
t6. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.—A de- 
“Wibn of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ; 

r with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries, 


y George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il- 


54, HOW TO MAKE BLECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con- 
full directions for making electrical machines, induction 
ynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity. 
A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated. 

i. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a 
bilection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, 
c with illustrations. By A. Anderson. 


| ENTERTAINMENT. 
9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry 
iedy. The secret given away. Eivery intelligent boy reading 
book of-instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- 
SCT. night with his wonderful imitations), can master the 
and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the 
test book ever published, and there’s millions (of fun) in it. 
fo. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A 
aluable little book just published. A complete compendium 
ames, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable 
parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the 
mey than any book published. : 
Yo. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little 
Rasen ° o348 
r, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, 
kgammon, croquet. dominoes, etc, at” 
No. | 6. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Containing all 
‘leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches 
witty sayings. \ 
N , HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little 
ing the rules and full directions for playing Huchre, Crib- 
sino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, 
Pitch, All Fours, and many other popular games of cards. 
. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun- 
resting puzzles and conundrums, with key to.same. A 
‘book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 


a ETIQUETTE. 

. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTEH.—It 
t life setret, and one that every young man desires to know 
. There’s happiness in it. ‘ } 

. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette 
ciety and the easiest and most approved methods of ap- 
good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and 
he drawing-room. | . 
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ae BECLAMATION. | 
27. HOW TO RHCITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS. 
Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch 


Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the, 
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No. 31. HOW TO BECOMB A SPRAPRR eae 
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become 
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from 
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the most 
simple and concise manner possible. | : : 

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giying rules for conducting de- 
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the best 
sources for procuring information on the questions given. 


SOCIETY. | 

_No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of flirtation are 
fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of 
handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con- 
tains a full list of the language and sentjment of flowers, which is 
interesting to everybody, both eld and young. You cannot be happy 
without one. 

_ No. 4. HOW TO DANCH is the title of a new and handsome 
littie book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instrue- 
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties, 
now to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square 

ances, 

No. 5. HOW TO MAKH LOVEH.—A complete guide to love, 
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette 
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen- 
erally known. 

- No, 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Containing full instruction in the 
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the 
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up. 

No. Ww BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One of the 
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world. 
liverybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both maie and 
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this book 
and be convinced how to become beautiful. 


BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 

No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated and 
containing full instructions for the management and training of the 
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, ete. 

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND 
RABBITS.—A useful and instructive;book. Handsomely illus- 
trated. By Ira Drofraw. {3 
No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND-SET: TRAPS.—Including hints 
on how to catch moles, weasels, ;otter, rats, squirrels and birds. 
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington 


eene, 

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.—A 
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting 
and preserving birds, animals and insects. ; 

No. 54. HOW TO KEHP AND MANAGE PETS.—Giving com- 
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keepin 
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving fu 
instructions for making cages, ete. ely explained by twenty-eight 
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind ever 


published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—ZA useful and in- 
structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; also ex- 
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di- 
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. This’ 
book cannot be equaled. | 
No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book for 
making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups,.essences, etc. ete, 

No. $4 -HOW TO BECOME AN AUTHOR.—Containing full 
information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the — 
manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also containing 
valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general com- 
peines of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prince 

iland, 
~ No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.—A won- 
derful book, containing useful and practical information in the 
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every 
er Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com- 
plaints. 

Ne. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.—Con- 
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging 
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By Old King Brady, 
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable 
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventures 
and experiences of well-known detectives. 

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contain- 
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it; 
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and other 
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W. 
Abney. | 
No. 6 ‘OW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY 

CADET.— taining full explanations how to gain admittance, 

course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post 
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy should 

know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, author. 
of “How to Become a Naval Cadet.” 

No. 68. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete in- 
structions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval 
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description 
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a boy 
should know to become an officer in the- United States Navy. Com- 
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rench dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together| piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of “How to Be me & 
rt tat rehdines. — Oe est Point Military Cadet.” ws | ) 
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LATEST ISSUES: 


The Bradys and “Bullion Bill’; or, The Mystery of Mill No. 13. 

5 The Bradys in Joliet; or, The Strange Case of Jeweler James. 

The Bradys and ‘Roaring Rube’; or, Rounding up the “Terror” 
of Ten Mile Creek. 

The Bradys and the Boss of Broad Street; or, The Case of the 
“King of the Curb.” 

The Bradys Desert Trail; or, Lost on the Deadman’s Run. 

The Bradys and the Opium Syndicate; or, After the “Marquis” 
of Mott Street. 

The Bradys and “General Jinks’’; or, After the Cara crooks of 
the ‘“‘Katy Flyer.” 

The Bradys and the Man With the Barrel; 
Prince of Wall Street. 

The Bradys and ‘Bedrock Bill’; or, The ‘‘Deadmen” from Dead- 
wood. 

The ours and the “King” of Chicago; or, The Man Who Cor- 
nered Corn 

The ne and Admiral Brown; or, Working for the United 
States Navy. 

The Bradys and “Madame Millions’; or, The Case of the Wall 
Street Queen. 

The Bradys and the “Prince” of Pekin; or, Called on a Chinese 
Clew. 


The Bradys Facing Death; or, Trenpes by a Clever Woman. 
The Bradys’ Rio Grande Raid; or, Hot Work at Badman’s Bend. 
The Bradys’ Madhouse Mystery ; or, The Search for Madame Mont- 


or, Working for the 


ord. 
The Bradys and the Swamp Rats; or, After the Georgia Moon- 
shiners. 
The rant and “Handsome Hal’’; or, Duping the Duke of- Da- 
kot 


The Bradys and the Mad Financier; or, Trailing the ‘Terror’ of 
Wall Street. 

The ae and the Joplin Jays; or, Three “Badmen” from 
Missouri. 

The Bradys and Capt. Klondike; or, The Man from the North 
Pol 


The Bradys and the Wall Street Club; or, Three Lost “‘Lambs.” 

ae Bradys’ Lightning Raid; or, Chased Through the Hole in 
the Wall 

The Bradys and the Hip Sing Ling; or, After the Chinese Free 
Masons. 

The Bradys’ Diamond Syndicate; or, The Case of the “Marquis” 
of Wall Street. 

The Bradys and the Seven Masks; or, Strange Doings at the 
Doctors’ Club. 

he arene and the President’s Special; or, The Plot of the 

The Bradys and the Russian Duke; or, The Case of the Woman 
From Wall Street. 


The Erne and the Money Makers; or, After the “Queen of the 


Quee 
The Bradys and the Butte Boys; or, The Trail of the Ten ‘Ter- 
rors.’ 


=~ eo s and the Wall Street “Widow”; or, The Flurry in 
The Bradys’ Chinese Mystery; or, Called by the “King” of Mott 


Street. 
ary Bradys and “Brazos Bill’; or, Hot Work on the Texas Bor- 


_The Bradys and Broker Black; or, Trapping the Tappers of Wall 


Street. 
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IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS __ 


éf our Libraries and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out a and fll 
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the books you want and we will send 
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The Bradys at Big Boom City; or, Out for the: -Orego 
Thieves. 


The Brad att s and Corporal Tim; or, The Mystery of the k ' 
is Bradys’ Banner Raid; or, The White Boys of Wh 
am 


Pp. 
ane ene and the Safe Blowers; or, Chasing the King 
eggme 
The Bradys at Gold Lake; or, Solving a Klondike M ste 
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evan ng oldfields; or, Downing the Knigh ts a 
The Bradys and the Pit of Death; or, Trapped by a Fiend. om 
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e Bradys Sent to Sing Sing; or, After the Prison Pl i 
The Bradys and the Grain Crooks; or, After the eine otters. > - 
The Bradys’ Ten Trails; or, After the Colorado Cattle S Thiey 
The Bradys in a Madhouse ; or, The Mystery of Dr. Dar ce. 
The Bradys and the Chinese “Come- Ons”; or, Dark Doir BE 
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The Bradys and the Seven Students; or, The Mystery of al M Fi 
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radys and the Mine Fakirs; or, Doing a Turn in Tom 

unting a Wall Street ‘“‘Wonder,’ 

The Bradys and the Highbinders” League; or, The Flot: 
Chinatown. 


The Bradys’ Lost Claim; or, The Mystery of Kill Bu 
The Bradys and the Broker’ s Double; or, ‘reapolne a a 
The Bredve at Had B a 
e Bradys at Hudson’s Bay; or, The Search for a Lost Expy 
The Bradys and the Kansas “Come-Ons’’; or, sor ase as 


Green Goods Case. a 

The ar Ten-Trunk Mystery; or, Working for the, We gee 9 
Roa “We oe 

The Bradys and Dr. Ding; or, Dealing With a Chinese. ee 
The Bradys and “Old King Copper”; or, Probing a wal and 

Mystery. 
The Bradys and the “Twenty Terrors’; or, After the Grass : 
The Bradys and Towerman "40"; 3; or, "The Fate of the cone Hires ai 
The Bradys and Judge Jump; : or, The “Badman” From U 
The re and Prince Hi- i-Li: or, The Trail of the rae of 3 a ae 
The Bradys and ‘“‘Badman Bill’; or, Hunting the Hermit-of Mantee 5 
The Bradys and “Old Man Money”’; or Hustling for Wall Street Mi on 
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The Bradys’ Stock Yards Mystery; or, A Queer Case from Chicago, 
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ke COMPLETE STORY EVERY WEE! fe 
Price 5 Cents - BY THE BEST AUTHORS: - Price 5 Cent 
MOF HANDSOME ILLUSTRATED COVERS 2s PAGES OF READING MATTER — ISSUED EVERY FRIDAY © 


Interesting Stories oi Adventure in All Parts of the World 


ga TAKE NOTICE! —aag 


This handsome weekly contains intensely interesting stories of adventure on a great variety of 
subjects. Each number is replete with rousing situations and lively incidents... The heroes are 
bright, manly fellows, who overcome all obstacles by sheer force of brains and grit and win well- ' 
merited success. We have secured a staff of new authors, who write these stfties in a manner 
which will be a source of pleasure and profit to the reader. , Each number has a handsome col- 
ored illustration made by the most expert artists. Large sums of money are being spent to make 
this“one of the best weeklies ever published. ae wera cad : EAs 
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Here is a List of Some of the Titles... 
1 Smashing the Auto Record; or, Bart Wilson at the| 9 In the ’Frisco Earthquake; or, Bob Brag’s Day of 


Speed Lever. By Edward N. Fox. ror. By Prof. Oliver Owens. e. 
2 Off the Ticker; or, Fate at a Moment’s Notice. Byj10 We, Us and Co.; or, Seeing Life With a Vaud Li 
Tom Dawson. Show.. By Edward N. Fox. a4 
3 From Cadet to Captain; or, Dick Danford’s We:t 11 Cut Out for an Officer; or, Corporal Ted ?n Bs P hil 
Point Nerve. By Lieut..J. J. Barry. pines. By Lieut. J. J. Barry. nt 
4° The Get-There Boys; or, Making Things Hum in Hon-|}12 A Fool for Lick; or, The Boy Who Turned Boe 
duras. By Fred Warburton. Fred Warburton. Fs 
5 Written in Cipher; or, The Skein Jack Barry Unray-|13 The Great Gaul “Beat”; or, Phil Winston’s Stal An 
elled. By Prof. Oliver Owens. Reporting. By A. Howard De Witt. — 4 a 
6 The No-Good Boys; or, Downing a Tough Name. By | 14 Out for Gold; or, The Boy Who Knew the Differey 
A. Howard De Witt. By Tom Dawson. 
Y Kicked off the Earth; or, Ted Trim’s Hard Luck Cure. : | 
By Rob Roy. 


8 Doing It Quick; or, Ike Brown’s Hustle at Panama. 
By Captain Hawthorn, U.S. N. 
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